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TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 


ROBERT,    EARL    OF    OXFORD, 


EARL     MORTIMER. 

nucH  were  the  notes  thy  once-Iov'd  Poet  fung. 

Till  death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh,  juft  beheld,  and  loft  !  admir'd,  and  mourn'd ! 
AVith  fofteft  manners,  gentleft  arts  adorn'd  ! 
Bleft  in  each  fcience,  bleft  in  every  ftrain  ; 
Dear  to  the  Mufe,  to  Harley  dear — in  vain ! 
For  him  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefman  in  the  friend  : 
For  Swift  and  him,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  ftate. 
The  fober  follies  of  the  wife  and  great ; 
Dextrous,  the  craving,  fawning  croud  to  quit. 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit. 
Abfent  or  dead,  fiill  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear) 
Recall  thofe  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days. 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays  : 
Who,  carelefs  now,  ofintereft,  fame,  or  fate, 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great ; 
Or,  deeming  meaneft  what  we  greateft  call. 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  fall. 
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And  fure,  if  aught  below  the  feats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  foul  like  thine  : 
A  foul  fupreme,  in  each  hard  inftance  try'd. 
Above  all  pain,  all  anger,  and  all  pride  ; 
The  rage  of  power,  the  blaft  of  public  breath. 
The  lull  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  death. 

In  vain  to  deferts  thy  retreat  is  made  ; 
The  Mufe  attends  thee  to  thy  filent  fhade  : 
'Tis  hers,  the  brave  man's  lateil  fteps  to  trace. 
Re-judge  his  adts,  and  dignify  difgrace. 
When  Intereft  calls  off  all  her  fneaking  train. 
When  all  th'  oblig'd  defert,  and  all  the  vain; 
She  waits,  or  to  the  fcaffold,  or  the  cell. 
When  the  laft  lingering  friend  has  bid  farewell. 
Ev'n  now  Ihe  fhades  thy  evening-walk  with  bays, 
(No  hireling  fhe,  no  proftitute  to  praife) 
Ev'n  now  obfervant  of  the  parting  ray. 
Eyes  the  calm  fun-fet  of  thy  various  day  ; 
Through  Fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  fee. 
Nor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mortimer  is  he. 

A.    POP  E. 

Sept.  25,  1 72 1. 
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H      E       S       I       O       D: 

O  R, 

THE     RISE     OF     WOMAN. 

WHAT  antient  times  (thofe  times  we  fancy  wife) 
Have  left  on  long  record  of  woman's  rife. 
What  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide. 
What  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dy'd. 
All  thefe  I  fmg.     In  Greece  they  fram'd  the  tale 
(In  Greece  'twas  thought  a  woman  might  be  frail) ; 
Ye  modern  beauties !  where  the  Poet  drew 
His  fofteft  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you ; 
And,  warn'd  by  him,  ye  wanton  pens  beware 
How  Heav'n  's  concern'd  to  vindicate  the  fair. 
The  cafe  was  Hefiod's  ;  he  the  fable  writ ; 
Some  think  with  meaning,  fome  with  idle  wit : 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  Ladies  pleafe  ; 
I  wave  the  conteft,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  yore   (no  matter  where  or  when, 
'Twas  ere  the  low  creation  fwarm'd  with  men) 
That  one  Prometheus,  fprung  of  heavenly  birth, 
(Our  Author's  fong  can  witnefs)  liv'd  on  earth : 
He  carv'd  the  turf  to  mold  a  manly  frame. 
And  Hole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame. 
The  fly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran. 
When  thus  the  Monarch  of  the  Stars  began  ; 
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O  vers'd  in  arts  !  whofe  daring  thoughts  afpire. 
To  kindle  clay  with  never-dying  fire ! 
Enjoy  thy  glory  paft,  that  gift  was  thine  ; 
The  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  fairly  mine  : 
And  fuch  a  gift,  a  vengeance  fo  defign'd. 
As  fuits  the  counfel  of  a  God  to  find  ; 
A  pleafmg  bofom-cheat,  a  fpecious  ill. 
Which  felt  the  curfe,  yet  covets  ftill  to  feel. 

He  faid,  and  Vulcan  ftrait  the  Sire  commands^ 
To  temper  mortar  with  setherial  hands ; 
In  fach  a  fnape  to  mold  a  rifmg  fair. 
As  virgin  goddefies  are  proud  to  wear ; 
To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  fhine. 
And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  divine. 
'Twas  thus  the  Sire  ordain'd  ;  the  Power  obey'd  ; 
And  work'd,  and  wonder 'd  at  the  work  he  made  ; 
The  fairell,  fofteit,  fweeteft  frame  beneath. 
Now  made  to  feem,  now  more  than  feem  to  breathe. 

As  Vulcan  ends,  the  chearful  Queen  of  Charms 
Clafp-'d  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms  : 
From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  fpread. 
Where  mingled  whitenefs  glow'd  with  fofter  red. 
Then  in  a  kifs  fne  breath 'd  her  various  arts. 
Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts ; 
A  mind  for  love,  but  ftill  a  changing  mind ; 
The  lifp  afFefted,  and  the  glance  defign'd ; 
The  fweet  confufing  blufh,  the  fecret  wink. 
The  gentle  fwimming  walk,  the  courteous  fink  ; 
The  ftare  for  ftrangenefs  fit,  for  fcorn  the  frown ; 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down  ; 
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The  praftis'd  languifh,  where  well-feign'd  defire 
"Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire  ; 
Gay  fmiles  to  comfort ;  April  ihowers  to  move  ; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Gold  fcepter'd  Juno  next  exalts  the  fair ; 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air. 
Self-valuing  fancy,  highly-crefted  pride. 
Strong  fovereign  will,  and  fome  defire  to  chide  ; 
For  which,  an  eloquence,  that  aims  to  vex. 
With  native  tropes  of  anger,  arms  the  fex. 
Minerva,  fkilful  goddefs,  train'd  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  fpindle  by  the  twilling  thread  j 
To  fix  the  loom,  inftruft  the  reeds  to  part, 
Crofs  the  long  weft,  and  clofe  the  web  with  art. 
An  ufeful  gift ;  but  what  profufe  expence. 
What  world  of  falhions,  took  its  rife  from  hence  ! 

Young  Hermes  next,  a  clofe  contriving  God, 
Her  brows  encircled  with  his  ferpent  rod  ; 
Then  plots  and  fair  excufes  fiU'd  her  brain. 
The  views  of  breaking  amorous  vows  for  gain  ; 
The  price  of  favours  ;  the  defigning  arts 
That  aim  at  riches  in  contempt  of  hearts  ; 
And,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  life. 
The  little  pilfering  temper  of  a  wife. 
.•   Full  on  the  fair  his  beams  Apollo  flung, 
And  fond  perfuafion  tipp'd  her  eafy  tongue  ; 
He  gave  her  v/ords,  where  oily  flattery  lays 
The  pleafmg  colours  of  the  art  of  praife; 
And  wit,  to  fcandal  exquifitely  prone. 
Which  frets  another's  fpleen  to  cure  its  own. 
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Thofe  facred  Virgins  whom  the  Bards  revere, 
Tun'd  all  her  voice,  and  fhed  a  fweetnefs  there. 
To  make  her  fenfe  with  double  charms  abound. 
Or  make  her  lively  nonfenfe  pleafe  by  found. 

To  drefs  the  maid,  the  decent  Graces  brought 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrought. 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade. 
Where  pidur'd  Loves  on  every  cover  play'd  ; 
Then  fpread  thofe  implements  that  Vulcan's  art 
Had  fram'd  to  merit  Cytherea's  heart ; 
The  wire  to  curl,  the  clofe  indented  comb 
To  call  the  locks,  that  lightly  wander,  home ; 
And  chief,  the  mirrour,  where  the  ravilh'd  maid 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  refle£led  fliade. 

Fair  Flora  lent  her  ftores ;  the  purpled  Hours 
Confin'd  her  treflbs  with  a  wreath  of  flowers  ; 
Within  the  wreath  arofe  a  radiant  crown ; 
A  veil  pellucid  hung  depending  down  ; 
Back  roU'd  her  azure  veil  with  ferpent  fold. 
The  purfled  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (which  clofely  by  the  girdle  brac'd 
Reveal'd  the  beauties  of  a  flender  waift) 
Flovv'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus'  air. 
When  Venus'  ftatues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

The  new-fprung  creature,  finifli'd  thus  for  harms, 
Adjufts  her  habit,  praftifes  her  charms. 
With  bluflies  glows,  or  fhines  with  lively  fmiles. 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recoUedls  her  wiles  : 
Then,  confcious  of  her  worth,  with  eafy  pace 
Glides  by  the  glafs,  and  turning  views  her  face*. 
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A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before. 
Through  Time's  deep  cave,  the  Sifter  Fates  explore. 
Then  fix  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weave. 
And  thus  their  toil  prophetic  fongs  deceive. 

Flow  from  the  rock,  my  flax  !  and  fwiftly  flow, 
Purfue  thy  thread ;  the  fpindle  runs  below. 
A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain. 
The  creature  woman,  rifes  now  to  reign. 
New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  form'd  to  fly  ; 
New  love  begins,  a  love  produc'd  to  die ; 
New  parts  diftrefs  the  troubled  fcenes  of  life. 
The  fondling  miftrefs,  and  the  ruling  wife. 

Men  born  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide  ; 
Women  have  time  to  facrifice  to  pride  : 
They  want  the  care  of  man,  their  want  they  know. 
And  drefs  to  pleafe  with  heart-alluring  fliow  ; 
The  fhow  prevailing,  for  the  fway  contend. 
And  make  a  fervant  where  they  meet  a  friend. 

Thus  in  a  thoufand  wax-erefted  forts 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  fupports ; 
From  fun  to  fun,  from  bank  to  bank  he  flies. 
With  honey  loads  his  bag,  with  wax  his  thighs ; 
Fly  where  he  will,  at  home  the  race  remain. 
Prune  the  filk  drefs,  and  murmuring  eat  the  gain. 

Yet  hqre  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
Whofe  temper  betters  by  the  father's  fide ; 
Unlike  the  reft  that  double  human  care. 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  refolute  to  ftiare  : 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  ftars  advance  ! 
The  curfe  is  general^  but  the  bleffing  chance» 
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Thus  fung  the  Sifters,  while  the  Gods  admire 
Their  beauteous  creature,  made  for  man  in  ire  ; 
The  young  Pandora  fhe,  whom  all  contend 
To  make  too  perfedl  not  to  gain  her  end  : 
Then  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  the  fpring. 
Return  to  bear  her  on  a  gentle  wing  ,- 
With  wafting  airs  the  winds  obfequious  blow. 
And  land  the  fhining  vengeance  fafe  below. 
A  golden  coffer  in  her  hand  fhe  bore. 
The  prefent  treacherous,  but  the  bearer  more  ; 
'Twas  fraught  with  pangs  ;  for  Jove  ordain'd  above. 
That  gold  fhould  aid,  and  pangs  attend  on  love. 

Her  gay  defcent  the  man  perceiv'd  afar. 
Wondering  he  ran  to  catch  the  falling  ftar  : 
But  fo  furpriz'd,  as  none  but  he  can  tell. 
Who  lov'd  fo  quickly,  and  who  lov'd  fo  well. 
O'er  all  his  veins  the  wandering  paffion  burns. 
He  calls  her  Nymph,  and  every  Nymph  by  turns. 
Her  form  to  lovely  Venus  he  prefers. 
Or  fwears  that  Venus'  muft  be  fuch  as  hers. 
She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  ftrangely  fram'd  to  teaze, 
Negledls  his  offers  while  her  airs  fhe  plays. 
Shoots  fcornful  glances  from  the  bended  frown. 
In-  briflc  diforder  trips  it  up  and  down  ; 
Then  hums  a  carelefs  tune  to  lay  the  ftorm. 
And  fits,  and  blufhes,  fmiles,  and  yields,  in  form. 

"  Now  take  what  Jove  defign'd,  fhe  foftly  cry'd, 
"  This  box  thy  portion,  and  myfelf  the  bride." 
Fir'd  with  the  profpeft  of  the  double  charms. 
He  fnatch'd  the  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  arms. 
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Unhappy  man  !  to  whom  fo  bright  fhe  flione. 
The  fatal  gift,  her  tempting  felf,  unknown  ! 
The  winds  were  filent,  all  the  waves  afleep. 
And  heaven  was  trac'd  upon  the  flattering  deep  : 
But,  vvhilft  he  looks  unmindful  of  a  ftorm. 
And  thinks  the  water  wears  a  ftable  form. 
What  dreadful  din  around  his  ears  fliall  rife  ! 
What  frowns  confufe  his  picture  of  the  fkies  ! 
At  firft  the  creature  man  was  fram'd  alone. 
Lord  of  himfelf,  and  all  the  world  his  own. 
For  him  the  Nymphs  in  green  forfook  the  woods. 
For  him  the  Nymphs  in  blue  forfook  the  floods  ; 
In  vain  the  Satyrs  rage,  the  Tritons  rave. 
They  bore  him  heroes  in  the  fecret  cave. 
No  care  deftroy'd,  no  fick  diforder  prey'd. 
No  bending  age  his  fprightly  form  decay'd, 
No  wars  were  known,  no  females  heard  to  rage. 
And,  "Poets  tell  us,  't  was  a  golden  age. 

When  woman  came,  thofe  ills  the  box  confin'd 
Burll  furious  out,  and  poifon'd  all  the  wind, 
From  point  to  point,  from  pole  to  pole  they  flew. 
Spread  as  they  went,  and  in  the  progrefs  grew  : 
The  Nymphs  regretting  left  the  mortal  race. 
And  altering  nature  wore  a  fickly  face  : 
New  terms  of  folly  rofe,  new  Hates  of  care  ; 
New  plagues,  to  fuffer,  and  to  pleafe,  the  Fair  ! 
The  days  of  whining,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 
Commenc'd,  or  finifh'd,  with  the  breach  of  leagues; 
The' mean  defigns  of  well-difTembled  love  ; 
The  fordid  matches  never  join'd  above  ; 
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Abroad  the  labour,  and  at  home  the  noife, 
(Man's  double  fuflerings  for  domefcic  joys) 
The  curfe  of  jealoufy  ;  expence  and  ftrife  ; 
Divorce,  the  public  brand  of  fhameful  life ; 
The  rival's  fword ;  the  qualm  that  takes  the  fair; 
Difdain  for  paffion,  paffion  in  defpair  — 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  yet  unnam'd,  we  find  ; 
Ah  fear  the  thoufand  yet  unnam'd  behind  ! 

Thus  on  Parnalfus  tuneful  Hefiod  fung. 
The  mountain  echoed,  and  the  valley  rung. 
The  facred  groves  a  fix'd  attention  ihow. 
The  cryftal  Helicon  forbore  to  flow. 
The  Iky  grew  bright,  and  (if  his  verfe  be  true) 
The  Mufes  came  to  give  the  laurel  too. 
But  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prize  of  wit. 
If  Love  fwore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  writ  ? 
Ye  Fair  offended,  hear  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fate. 
Though  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clears, 
'Tis  thought  in  five,  or  five  and  twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  fdent,  with  a  twilled  fhade 
The  neighbouring  woods  a  native  arbour  made. 
There  oft  a  tender  pair,  for  amorous  play 
Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravifh'd  hours  away  ; 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  Troilus  he, 
A  fair  Milefian,  kind  Evanthe  fhe  : 
But  fwelling  nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray'd  the  fecrets  of  the  confcious  bower  ; 
The  dire  difgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own, 
And  track  her  Heps,  to  make  its  author  knowli. 
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It  chanc'd  one  evening,  't  was  the  lover's  day, 
Conceal'd  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay ; 
When  Hefiod,  wandering,  mus'd  along  the  plain. 
And  fix'd  his  feat  where  love  had  fix'd  the  fcene  ; 
A  ftrong  fufpicion  ftrait  pofTefs  their  mind 
(For  Poets  ever  were  a  gentle  kind). 
But  when  Evan  the  near  the  paffage  Hood, 
Flung  back  a  doubtful  look,  and  lliot  the  wood, 
*'  Now  take   (at  once  they  cry)  thy  due  rev/ard." 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  affault  the  Bard. 
His  corpfe  the  fea  receiv'd.     The  dolphins  bore 
('Twas  all  the  Gods  would  do)   the  corpfe  to  fhore. 

Methinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitying  eyes. 
And  fee  the  dreams  of  ancient  wifdom  rife ; 
I  fee  the  Mufes  round  the  body  cry. 
But  hear  a  Cupid  loudly  laughing  by ; 
He  wheels  his  arrow  with  infulting  hand. 
And  thus  infcribes  the  moral  on  the  fand. 
*'  Here  Hefiod  lies :'  ye  future  Bards,  beware 
*'  How  far  your  moral  tales  incenfe  the  Fair. 
*'  Unlov'd,  unloving,  't  was  his  fate  to  bleed ; 
"  Without  his  quiver,  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed : 
"  He  judg'd  this  turn  of  malice  juftly  due, 
"  And  Hefiod  dy'd  for  joys  he  never  knew.'* 
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SONG. 

•YTTTHEN  thy  beauty  appears 

In  its  graces  and  aii-s, 
AH  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropt  from  the  iky  ; 

At  diilance  I  gaze,  and  am  aw'd  by  my  fears. 

So  ftrangely  you  dazzle  my  eye  ! 

But  when  without  art. 
Your  kind  thought  you  impart. 
When  your  love  runs  in  blufhes  through  every  vein  ; 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants  in 

your  heart. 
Then  I  know  you're  a  u'oman  again. 

There  's  a  paffion  and  pride 
In  our  fex,  fhe  reply 'd. 
And  thus,  might  I  gratify  both,  I  would  do  : 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lover  befide. 
But  ftill  be  a  v/oman  to  you. 
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'^pHYRsis,  a  young  and  amorous  fvvain. 
Saw  two,  the  beauties  of  the  plain. 

Who  both  his  heart  fubdue  : 
Gay  Caella's  eyes  were  dazzling  fair, 
Sabina's  eafy  fhape  and  air 

With  fofter  magic  drew. 
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He  haunts  the  ftream,  he  haunts  the  grove. 
Lives  in  a  fond  romance  of  love. 

And  feems  for  each  to  die; 
Till,  each  a  little  fpiteful  grown, 
Sabina  Caelia's  fhape  ran  down. 

And  Ihe  Sabina's  eye. 

Their  envy  made  the  flaepherd  find 
Thofe  eyes  which  love  could  only  blind ; 

So  fet  the  lover  free  : 
No  more  he  haunts  the  grove  or  ftream. 
Or  with  a  true-love  knot  and  name 

Engraves  a  wounded  tree. 

Ah,  Czelia  !   fly  Sabina  cry'd. 
Though  neither  love,  we  're  both  deny'd  ; 
Now  to  fupport  the  fex's  pride. 
Let  either  fix  the  dart. 

Poor  girl,  fays  Caelia,  fay  no  more  ; 
For  fhould  the  fwain  but  one  adore. 
That  fpite,  v/hich  broke  his  chains  before, 
Would  break  the  other's  heart. 


SONG. 

LOVE    AND    INNOCENCE. 

■KjrY  days  have  been  fo  wondrous  free, 
^       The  little  birds,  that  fly 
With  carelefs  eafe  from  tree  to  tree. 
Were  but  as  blefs'd  as  L 
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Afk  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 

Of  mine  increas'd  their  llream  ? 
Or  afk  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 

I  lent  one  figh  to  them  ? 
But  now  my  former  days  retire. 

And  I  'm  by  beauty  caught, 
The  tender  chains  of  fweet  defire 

Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 
Ye  nightingales,  ye  tvviftlng  pines ! 

Ye  fwains  that  haunt  the  grove  ! 
Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  winds  1 

Ye  clofe  retreats  of  love  ! 
With  all  of  nature,  all  of  art, 

AfTift  the  dear  defign  ; 
O  teach  a  young,  unpraclis'd  heart. 

To  make  fair  Nancy  mine. 
The  very  thought  of  change  I  hate. 

As  much  as  of  defpair  ; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  her. 
'Tis  true,  the  paffion  in  my  mind 

Is  mix'd  with  foft  diftrefs ; 
Yet,  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 

I  cannot  wifh  it  lefs. 
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TXTHEN  fpring  came  on  with  freih  delight. 
To  cheer  the  foul,  and  charm  the  fight. 
While  eafy  breezes,  fofter  rain. 
And  warmer  funs,  falute  the  plain  ; 
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'T  was  then,  in  yonder  piny  grove. 
That  Nature  went  to  meet  with  Love. 

Green  was  her  robe,  and  green  her  v/reath, 
Where-e'er  fhe  trod,  'twas  green  beneath  ; 
Where-e'er  fhe  turn'd,  the  pulfes  beat 
With  new  recruits  of  genial  heat ; 
And  in  her  train  the  birds  appear. 
To  match  for  all  the  coming  year. 

Rais'd  on  a  bank  where  daifies  grew. 
And  violets  intermix'd  a  blue. 
She  finds  the  boy  (he  went  to  find  ; 
A  thoufand  pleafures  wait  behind, 
Afide,  a  thoufand  arrows  lie. 
But  all  unfeather'd,  wait  to  fly. 

When  they  met,  the  dame  and  boy. 
Dancing  Graces,  idle  joy. 
Wanton  fmiles,  and  airy  play 
Confpir'd  to  make  the  fcene  be  gay ; 
Love  pair'd  the  birds  through  all  the  grove, 
And  Nature  bid  them  fmg  to  Love, 
Sitting,  hopping,  fluttering,  fmg. 
And  pay  their  tribute  from  the  wing. 
To  fledge  the  fliafts  that  idly  lie. 
And  yet  unfeather'd  wait  to  fly. 

'T is. thus,  when  fpring  renews  the  blood, 
They  meet  in  every  trembling  wood. 
And  thrice  they  make  the  plumes  agree. 
And  every  dart  they  mount  with  three. 
And  every  dart  can  boaft  a  kind. 
Which  fuits  each  proper  turn  of  mind. 
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From  the  towering  eagle's  plume 
The  generous  hearts  accept  their  doom  ; 
Shot  by  the  peacock's  painted  eye. 
The  vain  and  airy  lovers  die  : 
For  careful  dames  and  frugal  men. 
The  Ihafts  are  fpeckled  by  the  hen. 
The  pyes  and  parrots  deck  the  darts. 
When  prattling  wins  the  panting  hearts  ; 
When  from  the  voice  the  paffions  fpring. 
The  warbling  finch  affords  a  wing  : 
Together,  by  the  fparrow  flung, 
Down  fall  the  wanton  and  the  young  : 
And  fledg'd  by  geefe  the  weapons  fly. 
When  others  love  they  know  not  why. 

All  this   (as  late  I  chanc'd  to  rove) 
I  learn'd  in  yonder  waving  grove. 
And  fee,  fays  Love,  who  call'd  me  near. 
How  much  I  deal  with  Nature  here; 
How  both  fupport  a  proper  part. 
She  gives  the  feather,  I  the  dart : 
Then  ceafe  for  fouls  averfe  to  figh. 
If  Nature  crofs  you,  fo  do  I ; 
My  weapon  there  unfeather'd  flies. 
And  fliakes  and  fliuffles  through  the  fkies. 
But  if  the  mutual  charms  I  find 
By  which  flie  links  you  mind  to  mind. 
They  wing  my  fliafts,  I  poize  the  darts. 
And  ftrlke  from  both,  through  both  your  hearts 
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•-^  A  Y  Bacchus,  liking  Ellcourt's  *  wine, 

A  noble  meal  befpoke  us  ; 
And  for  the  guefts  that  were  to  dine. 

Brought  Comus,  Love,  and  Jocus. 
The  God  near  Cupid  drew  his  chair. 

Near  Comus,  Jocus  plac'd  ; 
For  wine  makes  Love  forget  its  care. 

And  mirth  exalts  a  fealL 
The  more  to  pleafe  the  fprightly  God, 

Each  fweet  engaging  Grace 
Put  on  fome  cloaths  to  come  abroad. 

And  took  a  waiter's  place. 

Then  Cupid  nam'd  at  every  glafs 

A  lady  of  the  iky;.  ,„        -^VS 

While  Bacchus  fvvore  he  '^arink  the  lafs. 

And  had  it  bumper-high'. 
Fat  Comus  toft  his  brimmers  o'er. 

And  always  got  the  moil: ; 
Jocus  took  care  to  fill  him  more. 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  the  toaft. 
They  call'd,  and  drank  at  every  touch; 

He  fiU'd  and  drank  again ; 
And  if  the  Gods  can  take  too  much, 

'T  is  faid,  they  did  fo  then. 

*  A  celebrated  comedian  and  tavern-keeper. 
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Gay  Bacchus  little  Cupid  flung. 

By  reckoning  his  deceits  ; 
And  Cupid  mock'd  his  ftammering  tongue. 

With  all  his  ftaggering  gaits  : 

And  Jocus  droll'd  on  Comus'  ways. 

And  tales  without  a  jeft ; 
While  Comus  call'd  his  witty  plays 

But  waggeries  at  beft. 

Such  talk  foon  fet  them  all  at  odds  ; 

And  had  I  Homer's  pen, 
I  'd  fmg  ye,  how  they  drank  like  Gods, 

And  how  they  fought  like  Men. 

To  part  the  fray,  the  Graces  fly. 

Who  make  them  foon  agree  : 
Nay,  had  the  Furies  felves  been  nigh. 

They  Hill  were  three  to  three. 

Bacchus  appeas'd,^  rais'd  Cupid  up. 

And  gave  him  back  his  bow ; 
But  kept  fome  darts  to  ftir  the  cup. 

Where  fack  and  fugar  flow. 

Jocus  took  Comus'  rofy  crown. 

And  gayly  wore  the  prize. 
And  thrice,  in  mirth,  he  pufli'd  him  down. 

As  thrice  he  ftrove  to  rife. 

Then  Cupid  fought  the  myrtle  grove. 

Where  Venus  did  recline  ; 
And  Venus  clofe  embracing  Love, 

They  jorn'd  to  rail  at  wine. 
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And  Comus  loudly  curfing  wit, 

RoU'd  off  to  fome  retreat ; 
Where  boon  companions  gravely  fit 

In  fat  unwieldy  ftate. 

Bacchus  and  Jocus  ftill  behind. 

For  one  frelh  glafs  prepare  ; 
They  kifs,  and  are  exceeding  kind. 

And  vow  to  be  fincere. 
Eut  part  in  time,  whoever  hear 

This  our  inftruftive  fong  ; 
For  though  fuch  friendfhips  may  be  dear. 

They  can 't  continue  long. 

A    FAIRY     TALE. 

5N     THE     ANCIENT     ENGLISH     STILE., 

xN   Britain's  ifle,  and  Arthur's  days. 

When  midnight  Fairies  daunc'd  the  maze, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  the  Green ; 
Edwin,  I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 
Endow'd  with  courage,  fenfe,  and  truth. 

Though  badly  fhap'd  he  'd  been. 

His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  faid. 
To  meafure  height  againft  his  head. 

And  lift  itfelf  above  ; 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid. 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 
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He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes. 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prize. 

Could  ladies  look  within  ; 
But  one  Sir  Topaz  drefs'd  with  art. 
And,  if  a  fhape  could  win  a  heart. 

He  had  a  fhape  to  win. 

Edwin,  if  right  I  read  my  fong. 
With  flighted  pafTion  pac'd  along 

All  in  the  moony  light ; 
'Twas  near  an  old  enchanted  court. 
Where  fportive  fairies  made  refort 

To  revel  out  the  night. 

His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  crofs'd, 
'T  was  late,  't  was  far,  the  path  was  loft 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour-town  ; 
With  weary  fteps  he  quits  the  (hades, 
Refolv'd,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads. 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  fcant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor. 
When  hollow  winds  remove  the  door. 

And  trembling  rocks  the  ground  : 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aright. 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  founding  tongues  alTail  his  ear. 

Now  founding  feet  approachen  near. 

And  now  the  founds  increafe  : 
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And  from  the  corner  where  he  lay 
He  fees  a  train  profufely  gay 

Come  prankling  o'er  the  place. 

But  (truft  me.  Gentles!)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  mafquing  half  fo  neat. 

Or  half  fo  rich  before  ; 
The  country  lent  the  fweet  perfumes. 
The  fea  the  pearl,  the  fky  the  plumes. 

The  town  its  filken  ftore. 

Now  whim  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant  dreft 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  reft. 

With  awful  accent  cry'd  ; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
Whofe  fighs  infe£l  the  balmy  wind. 

Has  here  prefum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  the  fwain,  whofe  venturous  foul 
No  fears  of  magic  art  control, 

Advanc'd  in  open  fight ; 
"  Nor  have  I  caufe  of  dreed,  he  faid, 
"  Who  view,  by  no  prefumption  led, 

"  Your  revels  of  the  night. 

"  'Twas  grief,  for  fcorn  of  faithful  love, 
'•  Which  made  my  Heps  unweeting  rove 

"  Amid  the  nightly  dew." 
**  'T  is  well,  the  gallant  cries  again, 
*'  We  fairies  never  injure  men 

"  Who  dare  to  tell  us  true, 
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**  Exalt  thy  love-dejefted  heart, 
*'  Be  mine  the  ta(k,  or  ere  we  part, 

"  To  make  thee  grief  refign ; 
*'  Now  take  the  pleafure  of  thy  chaunce  ; 
"  Whilft  I  with  Mab,  my  partner,  daunce, 

"  Be  little  Mable  thine." 

He  fpoke,  and  all  a  fudden  there 
Light  mufic  floats  in  wanton  air ; 

The  monarch  leads  the  queen  : 
The  reft  their  fairy  partners  found  : 
And  Mable  trimly  tript  the  ground 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

The  dauncing  paft,  the  board  was  laid. 
And  fiker  fach  a  feaft  was  made. 

As  heart  and  lip  defire, 
Withouten  hands  the  difhes  fly. 
The  glaflTes  with  a  wifli  come  nigh. 

And  with  a  wifli  retire. 

But,  now  to  pleafe  the  fairy  king. 
Full  every  deal  they  laugh  and  fmg. 

And  antic  feats  devife  ; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape. 
And  other  fome  tranfmute  their  ftiape 

In  Edwin's  wondering  eyes. 

Till  one  at  laft,  that  Robin  hight, 
Renown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  night. 
Has  bent  him  up  aloof; 
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And  full  againll  the  beam  he  flung. 
Where  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hung 
To  fpraul  unneath  the  roof. 

From  thence,  "  Reverfe  my  charm,  he  cries, 
"  And  let  it  fairly  now  fuffice 

"  The  gambol  has  been  fhown." 
But  Oberon  anfwers  with  a  fmile, 
"  Content  thee  Edwin  for  a  while, 

"  The  vantage  is  thine  own." 

Here  ended  all  the  phantom-play ; 
They  Imelt  the  frefh  approach  of  day. 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  ; 
The  whirling  wind  that  bore  the  crowd 
Has  clapp'd  the  door,  and  whillled  loud. 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

Then  fcreaming  all  at  once  they  fly. 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  dye  ; 

Poor  Edwin  falls  to  floor  ; 
Forlorn  his  ftate,  and  dark  the  place. 
Was  never  wight  in  fuch  a  cafe 

Through  all  the  land  before. 

But  foon  as  Dan  Apollo  rofe. 
Full  jolly  creature  home  he  goes. 

He  feels  his  back  the  lefs ; 
His  honeft  tongue  and  fteady  mind 
Had  rid  him  of  the  lump  behind. 

Which  made  him  want  fuccefs. 
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With  lufty  livelylied  he  talks. 
He  feems  a  dauncing  as  he  walks. 

His  ftory  foon  took  wind ; 
And  beauteous  Edith  fees  the  youth 
Endow'd  with  courage,  fenfe,  and  truth. 

Without  a  bunch  behind. 

The  ftory  told.  Sir  Topaz  mov'd. 
The  youth  of  Edith  erft  approv'd. 

To  fee  the  revel  fcene  : 
At  clofe  of  eve  he  leaves  his  home. 
And  wends  to  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 

As  there  he  bides,  it  fo  befell. 
The  wind  came  ruftling  down  a  dell, 

A  fhaking  feiz'd  the  wall  ; 
Up  fpring  the  tapers  as  before. 
The  fairies  bragly  foot  the  floor. 

And  mufic  fills  the  hall. 

But  certes  forely  funk  with  woe 
Sir  Topaz  fees  the  Elphin  ihow. 

His  fpirits  in  him  dye  : 
V/hen  Oberon  crys,  "  A  man  is  near, 
"  A  mortal  pafGon,  cleeped  fear, 

**  Hangs  flagging  in  the  fey.'* 

With  that  Sir  Topaz,  haplefs  youth  ! 
In  accents  faultering,  ay  for  ruth. 
In  treats  them  pity  graunt ; 
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For  als  he  been  a  miller  wight 
Betray'd  by  wandering  in  the  night 
To  tread  the  circled  haunt ; 

"  Ah  Lofell  vile,  at  once  they  roar  : 
*'  And  little  flcill'd  of  fairie  lore, 

"  Thy  caufe  to  come,  we  know 
"  Now  has  thy  keftrell  courage  fell ; 
*'  And  fairies,  fince  a  lye  you  tell, 

*'  Are  free  to  work  thee  woe." 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wifpy  fire 
To  traU  the  fwains  among  the  mire. 

The  caitiff  upward  flung  ; 
There,  like  a  tortoife,  in  a  fhop 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top. 

Where  whilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  now  proceeds  apace. 
Deftly  they  frifk  it  o'er  the  place. 

They  fit,  they  drink,  and  eat ; 
The  time  with  frolic  mirth  beguile. 
And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while 

Till  all  the  rout  retreat. 

By  this  the  liars  began  to  wink. 
They  Ihriek,  they  fly,  the  tapers  fmk. 

And  down  y-drops  the  knight : 
For  never  fpell  by  fairie  laid 
With  llrong  enchantment  bound  a  glade. 

Beyond  the  length  of  night. 
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Chill,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay. 
Till  up  the  welkin  rofe  the  day. 

Then  deem'd  the  dole  was  o'er  : 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot  ? 
His  feely  back  the  bunch  had  got 

Which  Edwin  loft  afore. 

This  tale  a  SybH-nurfe  ared ; 

She  foftly  ftroak'd  my  youngling  head. 

And  when  the  tale  was  done, 
"  Thus  fome  are  born,  my  fon,  fhe  cries, 
"  With  bafe  impediments  to  rife, 

"  And  fome  are  born  with  none. 

"  But  virtue  can  itfelf  advance 

"  To  what  the  favourite  fools  of  chance 

"  By  fortune  feem  defign'd ; 
*'  Virtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  fate, 
"  And  from  itfelf  ftiake  off  the  weight 

"  Upon  th'  unworthy  mind." 
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VIGIL     OF     VENUS. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    TIME    OF    JULIUS    C^SAR, 
AND   BY  SOME  ASCRIBED   TO   CATULLUS. 

T  ET  thofe  hme  non.v,  <^ho  never  lo'v'd  before ; 
Let  thofe  n.vho  ahvays  lov^d,  nonxi  Icve  the  more. 

The  fpring,  the  new,  the  warbling  fpring  appears. 
The  youthful  feafon  of  reviving  years  ; 
In  fpring  the  loves  enkindle  mutual  heats. 
The  feather'd  nation  chufe  their  tuneful  mates. 
The  trees  grow  fruitful  with  defcending  rain. 
And  dreft  in  differing  greens  adorn  the  plain. 
She  comes  ;  to-morrow  Beauty's  emprefs  roves 
Through  walks  that  winding  run  within  the  groves  ; 
She  twines  the  ihooting  myrtle  into  bowers. 
And  ties  their  m.eeting  tops  with  wreaths  of  flowers. 
Then,  rais'd  fublimely  on  her  eafy  throne. 
From  Nature's  powerful  diftates  draws  her  own. 

Let  thofe  lo've  no-ix,  'who  ne-ver  lo-v^ d  before ; 
Let  thofe  nx)ho  alvuays  lo--u^d,  no<^M  lonje  the  more. 

'Twas  on  that  day  which  favv  the  teeming  flood 
Swell  round,  impregnate  with  celeilial  blood  ; 
Wandering  in  circles  frood  the  finny  crew. 
The  midft  was  left  a  void  expanfe  of  blue. 
There  parent  ocean  work'd  with  heaving  throes. 
And  dropping  wet  the  fair  Dione  rofe. 
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Let  thofe  lo--ve  no-oj,  --who  ne-'cer  lov^d  before  ; 
Let  thofe  ixiho  airways  lonj^d,  7ion.v  lo-i;e  the  more. 

She  paints  the  purple  year  with  vary'd  fhow. 
Tips  the  green  gem,  and  makes  the  blofTom  glow. 
She  makes  the  turgid  buds  receive  the  breeze. 
Expand  to  leaves,  a*wr  fhade  the  naked  trees. 
When  gathering  damps  the  miily  nights  diiFufe, 
She  fprinkles  all  the  morn  with  balmy  dews  ; 
Bright  trembling  pearls  depend  at  every  fpray. 
And,  kept  from  falling,  feem  to  fall  away. 
A  glofly  frefhnefs  hence  the  rofe  receives. 
And  blulhes  fweet  through  all  her  filken  leaves 
(The  drops  defcending  through  the  filent  nigiit. 
While  ftars  ferenely  roll  their  golden  light)  : 
Clofe  till  the  morn,  her  humid  veil  fhe  holds ; 
Then  deckt  with  virgin  pomp  the  flower  unfolds. 
Soon  will  the  morning  blufh  :  ye  maids  !  prepare. 
In  rofy  garlands  bind  your  flowing  hair  ; 
'Tis  Venus'  plant :   the  blood  fair  Venus  flied. 
O'er  the  gay  beauty  pour'd  immortal  red ; 
From  Love's  foft  kifs  a  fweet  ambrolial  fmell 
Was  taught  for  ever  on  the  leaves  to  dwell ; 
From  gems,  from  flames,  from  orient  rays  of  light. 
The  richeft  luftre  makes  her  purple  bright  ; 
And  Ihe  to-morrow  weds ;  the  fporting  gale 
Unties  her  zone,  flie  burfls  the  verdant  veil ; 
Through  all  her  fweets  the  rifling  lover  flies. 
And  as  he  breathes,  her  glowing  fires  arife. 
Let  thofe  lo-ue  no^do,  nvho  ne-ver  lo-v^d  before  ; 
Let  thofe  n.i-ho  al-zvays  lo-v^d,  no-iu  love  the  mere. 
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Now  fair  Dione  to  the  myrtle  grove 
Sends  the  gay  Nymphs,  and  fends  her  tender  love. 
And  fhall  they  venture  ?  Is  it  fafe  to  go. 
While  Nymphs  have  hearts,  and  Cupid  wears  a  bow? 
Yes,  fafely  venture,  'tis  his  mother's  will ; 
He  walks  unarm'd,  and  undefigning  ill. 
His  torch  extindl,  his  quiver  ufelefs  hung. 
His  arrows  idle,  and  his  bow  unftrung. 
And  yet,  ye  Nymphs,  beware  ;  his  eyes  have  charms ; 
And  love  that's  naked,  ftill  is  love  in  arms. 
Let  thofe  lonje  noiv,  nxiho  ne--ver  lo<ij^d  before  ; 
Let  thofe  nvho  alnjuays  lo'V^d,  noiu  lo^e  the  more. 

From  Venus'  bower  to  Delia's  lodge  repairs 
A  virgin  train  complete  with  modeft  airs : 
**  Chafle  Delia,  grant  our  fuit !  or  fhun  the  wood, 
*'  Nor  flain  this  facred  lawn  with  favage  blood. 
*'  Venus,  O  Delia  !  if  fhe  could  perfuade, 
"  Would  aflc  thy  prefence,  might  fhe  afk  a  maid."" 
Here  chearful  quires  for  three  aufpicious  nights 
With  fongs  prolong  the  pleafurable  rites : 
Here  crouds  in  meafure  lightly-decent  rove  ; 
Or  feek  by  pairs  the  covert  of  the  grove. 
Where  meeting  greens  for  arbours  arch  above. 
And  mingling  flowrets  flrovv  the  fcenes  of  love. 
Here  dancing  Ceres  Ihakes  her  golden  (heaves  ; 
Here  Bacchus  revels,  deck'd  with  viny  leaves  : 
Here  Wit's  enchanting  God,  in  laurel  crown'd,. 
Wakes  all  the  ravifh'd  hours  with  filver  found. 
Ye  fields,  ye  fot:efts,  own  Dione's  reign, 
AndX)elia,  huntrefs  Delia,  Ihun  the  plain. 
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Let  thofe  love  nonv,  i/jho  ne-ver  lov''d  before  i 
Let  thofe  =vcho  airways  lo'v^d,  nonu  lo've  the  more. 

Gay  with  the  bloom  of  all  her  opening  year. 
The  Queen  at  Hybla  bids  her  throne  appear ; 
And  there  prefides ;  and  there  the  favourite  band 
(Her  fmiling  graces)   Ihare  the  great  command. 
Now,  beauteous  Hybla  !  drefs  thy  flowery  beds 
With  all  the  pride  the  lavifh  feafon  fheds ; 
Now  all  thy  colours,  all  thy  fragrance  yield. 
And  rival  Enna's  aromatic  field. 
To  fill  the  prefence  of  the  gentle  court. 
From  every  quarter  rural  nymphs  reibrt. 
From  woods,  from  mountains,  from  their  humble  vales. 
From  waters  curling  with  the  wanton  gales. 
Pieas'd  with  the  joyful  train,  the  laughing  queen 
In  circles  feats  them  round  the  bank  of  green  ; 
And,  "  Lovely  girls,  fhewhifpers,  guard  your  hearts; 
*'  My  boy,  though  ftript  of  arms,  abounds  in  arts.'* 

Let  thrfe  love  no-uj,  nvho  ne^ver  lo=v''d  before  ; 
Let  thofe  nuho  alnvays  lo<v*d,  nonv  love  the  more. 

Let  tender  grafs  in  fhaded  alleys  fpread. 
Let  early  flowers  ereft  their  painted  head. 
To-morrow's  glory  be  to-morrow  feen, 
Tnat  day,  old  Eciier  wedded  Earth  in  green, 
Tn?  vernal  father  bid  the  Spring  appear. 
In  clouds  he  coupled  to  produce  the  year. 
The  fap  defcending  o'er  her  bofom  ran. 
And  all  the  various  forts  of  foul  began. 
By  wheels  unknown  to  fight,  by  fecret  veins 
Dilliiling  life,  the  fruitful  goddefs  reigns, 
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Through  all  the  lovely  realms  of  native  day. 
Through  all  the  circled  land,  and  circling  fea ; 
With  fertile  feed  fhe  fiU'd  the  pervious  earth. 
And  ever  fix'd  the  myftic  ways  of  birth. 

Let  thofe  love  nonxi,  ivho  never  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  thofe  'who  ahvays  lov^d,  noiv  love  the  more. 

'Twas  fhe  the  parent,  to  the  Latian  fhore 
Through  various  dangers  Troy's  remainder  bore. 
She  won  Lavinia  for  her  warlike  fon. 
And,  winning  her,  the  Latian  empire  won. 
She  gave  to  Mars  the  maid,  whofe  honour'd  womb 
Swell'd  with  the  founder  of  immortal  Rome. 
Decoy'd  by  fhows,  the  Sabine  dames  fhe  led. 
And  taught  our  vigorous  youth  the  way  to  wed. 
Hence  fprung  the  Romans,  hence  the  race  divine 
Through  which  great  Csefar  draws  his  Julian  line. 

Let  thofe  love  novj,  vjho  never  lov''d  before ; 
Let  thofe  vjho  alvjays  lov^d,  nowo  love  the  more. 

In  rural  feats  the  foul  of  pleafure  reigns ; 
The  life  of  Beauty  fills  the  rural  fcenes ; 
Ev'n  Love  (if  Fame  the  truth  of  Love  declare) 
Drew  firft  the  breathings  of  a  rural  air. 
Some  pleafmg  meadow  pregnant  Beauty  prefl. 
She  laid  her  infant  on  its  flowery  breaft. 
From  Nature's  fweets  he  fipp'd  the  fragrant  dew. 
He  fmil'd,  he  kifs'd  them,  and  by  kiffing  grew. 

Let  thofe  love  no-iv,  njoho  never  lov'd  before ; 
Let  thofe  voho  alivays  lov^d,  noav  love  the  more. 

Now  bulls  o'er  flalks  of  broom  extend  their  fides. 
Secure  of  favours  from  their  lowing  brides. 
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Now  llately  rams  their  fleecy  conforts  lead. 

Who  bleating  follow  through  the  wandering  Ihade. 

And  now  the  Goddefs  bids  the  birds  appear, 

Raife  all  their  mufic,  and  falute  the  year  : 

Then  deep  the  fwan  begins,  and  deep  the  fong 

Runs  o'er  the  water  where  he  fails  along  : 

While  Philomela  turns  a  treble  ftrain. 

And  from  the  poplar  charms  the  liftening  plain. 

We  fancy  love  expreft  at  every  note. 

It  melts,  it  warbles,  in  her  liquid  throat. 

Of  barbarous  Tereus  fhe  complains  no  more. 

But  fmgs  for  pleafure,  as  for  grief  before. 

And  ftill  her  graces  rife,  her  airs  extend. 

And  all  is  filence  till  the  Syren  end. 

How  long  in  coming  is  my  lovely  Spring  ! 
And  when  Ihall  I,  and  when  the  fwallow  fmg  ? 
Sweet  Philomela,  ceafe  : — Or  here  I  fit. 
And  filent  lofe  my  rapturous  hour  of  wit : 
'Tis  gone,  the  fit  retires,  the  flames  decay. 
My  tuneful  Phoebus  flies  averfe  away. 
His  own  Amycle  thus,  as  ftories  run. 
But  once  was  filent,  and  that  once  undone. 

Let  thoje  lonje  noiu,  ivho  ne-ver  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  thofe  ijjbo  alnvays  lonj'd,  noiv  love  the  more. 
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OR,    THE 
BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 


NAMES    of  the    FROGS. 
Physignathus,  one  who  fvvells  his  cheeks. 
Pel  us,  a  name  from  mud. 
Hydromeduse,  a  ruier  in  the  waters. 
Hypsiboas,  a  loud  hauler. 
Pelion,  from  mud. 
ScuTL^us,  called  from  the  bees. 
PoLYPHONus,  a  great  babler. 
Lymnocharis,  one  who  loves  the  lake. 
Crambophagus,  a  cabbage-eater. 
Lymnisius,  called  from  the  lake. 
Calaminthius,  from  the  herb. 
Hydrocaris,  who  loves  the  water, 
Borborocates,  who  lies  in  the  mud. 
Prassophagus,  an  eater  of  garlick. 
Pelusius,  from  mud. 
Pelobates,  who  walks  in  the  dirt. 
PRESSiEus,  called  from  garlick. 
Crauga3I0es,  from  croaking. 

NAMES    of    the    MIC  E. 
Psycarpax,  one  who  plunders  granaries. 
Troxartas,  a  bread-eater. 
Lychomile,  a  licker  of  meal. 
Pternotractas,  a  bacon-eater. 
Lychopynax,  a  licker  of  diflies. 
Embasichytros,  a  creeper  into  pots. 
I.ychenor,  a  name  for  licking. 
Troglodytes,  one  who  runs  into  holes. 
Artophagus,  who  feeds  on  bread. 
Tyhoglyphus,  a  cheefe-fcooper. 
Pternoglyphus,  a  bacon-fcooper. 
Pternophagus,  a  bacon-eater. 

CNissoDiocTEs,one  who  follows  the  fteam  of  kitchens. 
Sitophagus,  an  eater  of  wheat. 
Meridarpax,  one  who  plunders  his  fhare. 
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nnO  fill  my  rifmg  fong  with  facred  fire, 
•*-     Ye  tuneful  Nine,  ye  fweet  celeftial  quire  '. 
From  Helicon's  imbowering  height  repair. 
Attend  my  labours,  and  reward  my  prayer  ; 
The  dreadful  toils  of  raging  Mars  I  write. 
The  fprings  of  conteft,  and  the  fields  of  fight ; 
How  threatening  Mice  advanc'd  with  warlike  grace. 
And  wag'd  dire  combats  with  the  croaking  race. 
Not  louder  tumults  fhook  Olympus'  towers. 
When  earth-born  giants  dar'd  immortal  powers. 
Thefe  equal  afts  an  equal  glory  claim. 
And  thus  the  Mufe  records  the  tale  of  fame. 

Once  on  a  time,  fatigued  and  out  of  breath. 
And  juft  efcap'd  the  ilretching  claws  of  death, 
A  gentle  Mdufe,  whom  cats  purfued  in  vain. 
Fled  fwift  of  foot  acrofs  the  neighbouring  plain. 
Hung  o'er  a  brink,  his  eager  thirll  to  cool. 
And  dipp'd  his  whifkers  in  the  ftanding  pool ; 
When  near  a  courteous  Frog  advanc'd  his  head. 
And  from  the  waters,  hoarfe-refounding,  faid. 

What  art  thou,  llranger?  what  the  line  you  boaft? 
What  chance  has  call  thee  panting  on  our  coaft  ? 
D  3 


3S  PARNELL's    POEMS. 

With  ftrifteft  truth  let  all  thy  words  agree. 
Nor  let  me  find  a  faithlefs  Moufe  in  thee. 
If  worthy,  friendfliip,  profFer'd  friendfhip  take. 
And  entering  view  the  pleafurable  lake  ; 
Range  o'er  my  palace,  in  my  bounty  Ihare, 
And  glad  return  from  hofpitable  fare  : 
This  filver  realm  extends  beneath  my  fway. 
And  me,  their  monarch,  all  its  Frogs  obey. 
Great  Phyfignathus  I,  from  Peleus'  race. 
Begot  in  fair  Hydromede's  embrace. 
Where,  by  the  nuptial  bank  that  paints  his, fide. 
The  fwift  Eridanus  delights  to  glide. 
Thee  too,  thy  form,  thy  flrength,  and  port,  proclaim 
A  fcepter'd  king  ;  a  fon  of  martial  fame  ; 
Then  trace  thy  line,  and  aid  my  guelHng  eyes. 
Thus  ceas'd.  the  Frog,  and  thus  tne  Moufe  replies. 
Known  to  the  gods,  the  men,  the  birds  that  fly 
Through  wild  expanfes  of  the  midway  fky. 
My  name  refounds ;  and  if  unknown  to  thee. 
The  foul  of  great  Pfycarpax  lives  in  me. 
Of  brave  Troxartas'  line,  whofe  fleeky  down 
In  love  comprefs'd  Lychomile  the  brown. 
My  mother  flie,  and  princefs  of  the  plains 
Where-e'cr  her  father  Pternotraftas  reigns. 
Born  where  a  cabbin  lifts  its  airy  ihed. 
With  figs,  with  nuts,  with  vary'd  dainties  fed. 
But,  fince  our  natures  nought  in  common  know. 
From  what  foundation  can  a  friendihip  grow  ? 
Thefe  curling  waters  o'er  thy  palace  roll ; 
But  man's  high  food  fupports  my  princely  foul : 
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In  vain  the  circled  loaves  attempt  to  lye 

Conceard  in  flafkets  from  my  curious  eye. 

In  vain  the  tripe  that  boafts  the  whiteft  hue. 

In  vain  the  gilded  bacon  fhuns  my  view. 

In  vain  the  cheefes,  offspring  of  the  pail. 

Or  honey'd  cakes,  which  gods  themfelves  regale  ; 

And  as  in  arts  I  fhine,  in  arms  I  fight, 

Mix'd  with  the  braveft,  and  unknown  to  flight. 

Though  large  to  mine,  the  human  form  appear. 

Not  man  himfelf  can  fmite  my  foul  with  fear. 

Sly  to  the  bed  with  filent  fteps  I  go. 

Attempt  his  finger,  or  attack  his  toe. 

And  fix  indented  wounds  with  dextrous  fkill. 

Sleeping  he  feels,  and  only  feems  to  feel. 

Yet  have  we  foes  which  direful  dangers  caufe. 

Grim  owls  with  talons  arm'd,  and  cats  with  claws. 

And  that  falfe  trap,  the  den  of  filent  fate. 

Where  death  his  ambufh  plants  around  the  bait : 

All  dreaded  thefe,  and  dreadful  o'er  the  reft 

The  potent  warriors  of  the  tabby  veft. 

If  to  the  dark  we  fly,  the  dark  they  trace. 

And  rend  our  heroes  of  the  nibbling  race. 

But  me,  nor  ftalks  nor  waterifli  herbs  delight. 

Nor  can  the  crimfon  radifli  charm  my  fight. 

The  lake-refounding  Frogs  feledted  fare. 

Which  not  a  Moufe  of  any  tafte  can  bear. 

As  thus  the  downy  prince  his  mind  exprefl. 
His  anfwer  thus  the  croaking  king  addrell: : 

Thy  words  luxuriant  on  thy  dainties  rove. 
And,  ftranger,"  we  can  boafl:  of  bounteous  Jove  : 
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We  fport  in  water,  or  we  dance  on  land. 

And,  born  amphibious,  food  from  both  command. 

But  truft  thyfclf  where  wonders  afk  thy  view. 

And  fafely  tempt  thofe  fcas,  I  '11  bear  thee  through  : 

Afcend  my  fhoulders,  firmly  keep  thy  feat. 

And  reach  my  marfhy  court,  and  feaft  in  ftate. 

He  faid,  and  bent  his  back  ;  with  nimble  bound 

Leaps  the  light  Moufe,  and  clafps  his  arms  around. 

Then  wondering  floats,  and  fees  with  glad  furvey 

The  winding  banks  refembling  ports  at  fea. 

But  when  aloft  the  curling  water  rides. 

And  wets  with  azure  wave  his  downy  fides. 

His  thoughts  grow  confcious  of  approaching  woe. 

His  idle  tears  with  vain  repentance  flov/. 

His  locks  he  rends,  his  trembling  feet  he  rears. 

Thick  beats  his  heart  with  unaccuftom'd  fears ; 

He  fighs,  and,  chill'd  with  danger,  longs  for  fhore : 

His  tail  extended  forms  a  fruitlefs  oar. 

Half  drench'd  in  liquid  death  his  prayers  he  fpake. 

And  thus  bemoan 'd  him  from  the  dreadful  lake  : 

So  pafs'd  Europa  through  the  rapid  fea. 
Trembling  and  fainting  all  the  venturous  way ; 
With  oary  feet  the  bull  triumphant  rode. 
And  fafe  in  Crete  depos'd  his  lovely  load. 
Ah,  fafe  at  laft,  may  thus  the  Frog  fupport 
My  trembling  limbs  to  reach  his  ample  court ! 
As  thus  he  forrows,  death  ambiguous  grows, 
Lo  !  from  the  deep  a  Water-Hydra  rofe ; 
He  rolls  his  fanguin'd  eyes,  his  bofom  heaves. 
And  darts  with  adive  rage  along  the  waves.   . 
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Confus'd  the  monarch  fees  his  hiffing  foe. 
And  dives,  to  fliun  the  fable  fates  below. 
Forgetful  Frog  1  the  friend  thy  fhoulders  bore, 
Unfkill'd  in  fwimming,  floats  remote  from  fhore. 
He  grafps  with  fruitlefs  iiands  to  find  relief, 
Supinely  falls,  and  grinds  his  teeth  with  grief; 
Plunging  he  finks,  and  ftruggling  mounts  again. 
And  fmks,  and  ftrives,  but  itrives  with  fate  in  vain. 
The  weighty  moillure  clogs  his  hairy  veil. 
And  thus  the  prince  his  dying  rage  expreft  : 

Nor  thou,  that  fling'ft  me  floundering  from  thy  back. 
As  from  hard  rocks  rebounds  the  fhattering  wrack. 
Nor  thou  flialt  'fcape  thy  due,  perfidious  king  1 
Purfued  by  vengeance  on  the  fwifteft  wing! 
At  land  thy  ftrength  could  never  equal  mine. 
At  fea  to  conquer,  and  by  craft,  was  thine. 
But  heaven  has  Gods,  and  Gods  have  fearching  eyes : 
Ye  Mice,  ye  Mice,  my  great  avengers  rife ! 

This  faid,  he  fighing  gafp'd,  and  gafping  dy'd. 
His  death  the  young  Lychopynax  efpy'd. 
As  on  the  flowery  brink  he  pafs'd  the  day, 
Bafe'd  in  the  beams,  and  loiter 'd  life  away. 
Loud  ihrieks  the  Moufe,  his  flirieks  the  fliores  repeat ; 
The  nibbling  nation  learn  their  hero's  fate  : 
Grief,  difmal  grief  enfues  ;  deep  murmurs  found, 
And  fliriller  fury  fills  the  deafen'd  ground. 
From  lodge  to  lodge,  the  facred  heralds  run. 
To  fix  their  council  with  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Where  great  Troxartas  crown'd  in  glory  reigns, 
And  winds  his  lengthening  court  beneath  the  plains. 
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Pfycarpax'  father,  father  now  no  more  ! 
For  poor  Pfycarpax  lies  remote  from  Ihore ; 
Supine  he  lies!  the  filent  waters  fland. 
And  no  kind  billow  wafts  the  dead  to  land ! 


BOOK       II. 

■iTtTHEN  rofy-finger'd  morn  had  ting'd  the  clouds. 

Around  their  Monarch-moufe  the  nation  crouds. 
Slow  rofe  the  fovereign,  heav'd  his  anxious  bread. 
And  thus  the  council,  fiU'd  with  rage,  addreft  : 

For  loft  Pfycarpax  much  my  foul  endures, 
'Tis  mine  the  private  grief,  the  public  yours. 
Three  warlike  fons  adorn 'd  my  nuptial  bed. 
Three  fons,  alas,  before  their  father  dead ! 
Our  eldell  perifh'd  by  the  ravening  cat. 
As  near  my  court  the  prince  unheedful  fat. 
Oar  next,  an  engine  fraught  with  danger  drew. 
The  portal  gap'd,  the  bait  was  hung  in  view. 
Dire  arts  affift  the  trap,  the  fates  decoy. 
And  men  unpitying  kill'd  my  gallant  boy  ! 
The  laft,  his  country's  hope,  his  parent's  pride, 
Plung'd  in  the  lake  by  Phyiignathus,  dy'd  ; 
Roufe  all  to  war,  my  friends !  avenge  the  deed ; 
And  bleed  that  monarch,  and  his  nation  bleed. 

His  words  in  every  breaft  infpir'd  alarms. 
And  careful  Mars  fupply'dtheir  hoft  with  arms. 
In  verdant  hulls  defpoil'd  of  all  their  beans. 
The  buflcin'd  warriors  ftalk'd  along  the  plains  : 
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Quills  aptly  bound  their  bracing  corfelet  made, 
Fac'd  with  the  plunder  of  a  cat  they  flay'd  : 
The  lamp's  round  bofs  afFords  them  ample  Ihield ; 
Large  ihells  of  nuts  their  covering  helmet  yield  j 
And  o'er  the  region,  with  refledled  rays. 
Tall  groves  of  needles  for  their  lances  blaze. 
Dreadful  in  arms  the  marching  Mice  appear ; 
The  wondering  Frogs  perceive  the  tumult  near, 
Forfake  the  waters,  thickening  form  a  ring. 
And  afk,  and  hearken,  whence  the  noifes  fpring. 
When  near  the  croud,  difclos'd  to  public  view. 
The  valiant  chief  Embafichytros  drew : 
The  facred  herald's  fceptre  grac'd  his  hand. 
And  thus  his  word  exprefs'd  his  king's  command: 

Ye  Frogs !  the  Mice,  with  vengeance  iir'd,  advance. 
And  deck'd  in  armour  (hake  the  (hining  lance  : 
Their  haplefs  prince  by  Phyfignathus  ilain. 
Extends  incumbent  on  the  watery  plain. 
Then  arm  your  hoft,  the  doubtful  battle  try  ; 
Lead  forth  thofe  Frogs  that  have  the  foul  to  die. 

The  chief  retires,  the  croud  the  challenge  hear. 
And  proudly  fwelling  yet  perplex'd  appear  : 
Much  they  refent,  yet  much  their  monarch  blame. 
Who,  rlfmg,  fpoke  to  clear  his  tainted  fame  : 

O  friends !  1  never  forc'd  the  Moufe  to  death. 
Nor  faw  the  gafping  of  his  lateft  breath. 
He,  vain  of  youth,  our  art  of  fwimming  try'd. 
And,  venturous,  in  the  lake  the  wanton  dy'd. 
To  vengeance  v^ow  by  falfe  appearance  led. 
They  point  their  anger  at  my  guiltlefs  head. 


4-4.  PARNELL's     POEMS. 

But  wage  the  rifmg  war  by  deep  device. 
And  turn  its  fury  on  the  crafty  Mice. 
Your  king  direfts  the  way ;  my  thoughts,  elate 
With  hopes  of  conqueft,  form  defigns  of  fate. 
Where  high  the  banks  their  verdant  furface  heave. 
And  the  fteep  fides  confine  the  fleeping  wave. 
There,  near  the  margin,  clad  in  armour  bright, 
Suftain  the  firft  impetuous  fhocks  of  fight: 
Then,  v/here  the  dancing  feather  joins  the  creft. 
Let  each  brave  Frog  his  obvious  Moufe  arreft  ; 
Each,  ftrongly  grafping,  headlong  plunge  a  foe. 
Till  countlefs  circles  whirl  the  lake  below  ; 
Down  fink  the  Mice  in  yielding  waters  drown'd ; 
Loud  flafh  the  waters ;  and  the  fhores  refound  : 
The  Frogs  triumphant  tread  the  conquer'd  plain. 
And  raife  their  glorious  trophies  of  the  filain. 

He  fpake  no  more,  his  prudent  fcheme  imparts 
Redoubling  ardour  to  the  boldeft  hearts. 
Green  was  the  fuit  his  arming  heroes  chofe. 
Around  their  legs  the  greaves  of  mallows  clofe  ; 
Green  were  the  beets  about  their  fhoulders  laid. 
And  green  the  colewort,  which  the  target  made. 
Form'd  of  the  vary'd  ftiells  the  waters  yield. 
Their  glofly  helmets  gliften'd  o'er  the  field  : 
And  tapering  fea-reeds  for  the  polifh'd  fpear. 
With  upright  order  pierc'd  the  ambient  air. 
Thus  drefs'd  for  war,  they  take  th'  appointed  height. 
Poize  the  long  arms,  and  urge  the  promis'd  fight. 

But  now,  where  Jove's  irradiate  fpires  arife. 
With  ftars  furrounded  in  setherial  Ikies, 
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(A  folemn  council  call'd)  the  brazen  gates 
Unbar  ;  the  Gods  afiume  their  golden  feats  : 
The  fire  fuperior  leans,  and  points  to  fhow 
What  wondrous  combats  mortals  wage  below : 
How  ftrong,  how  large,  the  numerous  heroes  ftride. 
What  length  of  lance  they  fhake  with  warlike  pride  ! 
What  eager  fire,  their  rapid  march  reveals  ! 
So  the  fierce  Centaurs  ravag'd  o'er  the  dales ; 
And  fo  confirm'd,  the  daring  Titans  rofe, 
Heap'd  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  Gods  be  foes. 

This  feen,  the  power  his  facred  vifage  rears. 
He  cafts  a  pitying  fmile  on  worldly  cares. 
And  afks  what  heavenly  guardians  take  the  lift. 
Or  who  the  Mice,  or  who  the  Frogs  alfift  ? 

Then  thus  to  Pallas  :  If  my  daughter's  mind 
Have  join'd  the  Mice,  why  ftays  Ihe  ftill  behind ; 
Drawn  forth  by  favory  fleams  they  wind  their  way. 
And  fure  attendance  round  thine  altar  pay, 
W'here  while  the  viftims  gratify  their  taile. 
They  fport  to  pleafe  the  Goddefs  of  the  feaft. 

Thus  fpake  the  Ruler  of  the  fpacious  fkies. 
But  thus,  refolv'd,  the  blue-ey'd  Maid  replies : 
In  vain,  my  father  !  all  their  dangers  plead. 
To  fuch  thy  Pallas  never  grants  her  aid. 
My  flowery  wreaths  they  petulantly  fpoil. 
And  rob  my  cryftal  lamps  of  feeding  oil. 
(Ills  following  ills  !)  but  what  afflifts  me  more. 
My  veil  that  idle  race  profanely  tore. 
The  web  was  curious,  wrought  with  art  divine  ; 
Relentlefs  wrctch^'es !  all  the  work  was  mine  ! 
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Along  the  loom  the  purple  warp  I  fpread, 

Caft  the  light  fhoot,  and  croft  the  filver  thread ; 

In  this  their  teeth  a  thoufand  breaches  tear. 

The  thoufand  breaches  fkilful  hands  repair. 

For  which,  vile  earthly  dunns  thy  daughter  grieve 

(The  Gods,  that  ufe  no  coin,  have  none  to  give. 

And  learning's  Goddefs  never  lefs  can  owe, 

Neglefted  learning  gains  no  wealth  below) . 

Nor  let  the  Frogs  to  win  my  fuccour  fue, 

Thofe  clamorous  fools  have  loft  my  favour  too. 

For  late,  when  all  the  conflidl  ceas'd  at  night. 

When  my  ftretch'd  finews  work'd  with  eager  fight. 

When  fpent  with  glorious  toil,  I  left  the  field. 

And  funk  for  {lumber  on  my  fwelling  fhield  ; 

Lo  from  the  deep,  repelling  fweet  repofe. 

With  noify  croakings  half  the  nation  rofe  : 

Devoid  of  reft,  with  aching  brows  1  lay. 

Till  cocks  proclaim'd  the  crimfon  dawn  of  day. 

Let  all,  like  me,  from  either  hoft  forbear. 

Nor  tempt  the  flying  furies  of  the  fpear ; 

Let  heavenly  blood  (or  what  for  blood  may  flow) 

Adorn  the  conqueft  of  a  meaner  foe. 

Some  daring  Moufe  may  meet  the  wondrous  odds. 

Though  Gods  oppofe,  and  brave  the  wounded  Gods. 

O'er  gilded  clouds  reclin'd,  the  danger  view. 

And  be  the  wars  of  mortals  fcenes  for  you. 

So  mov'd  the  blue-ey'd  Queen ;  her  words  perfuade. 
Great  Jove  afl^ented,  and  the  reft  obey'd. 
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BOOK        III. 

■vTOW  front  to  front  the  marching  armies  fnine. 

Halt  ere  they  meet,  and  form  the  lengthening  line  : 
The  chiefs,  confpicuous  feen  and  heard  afar. 
Give  the  loud  fignal  to  the  rufhing  war; 
Their  dreadful  trumpets  deep-mouth'd  hornets  found. 
The  founding  charge  remurmurs  o'er  the  ground, 
Ev'n  Jove  proclaims  a  field  of  horror  nigh. 
And  rolls  low  thunder  through  the  troubled  iky. 

Firft  to  the  fight  large  Hypfiboas  flew. 
And  brave  Lychenor  with  a  javelin  flew. 
The  lucklefs  warrior,  fill'd  with  generous  flame. 
Stood  foremofl:  glittering  in  the  poil  of  fame  ; 
When,  in  his  liver  ftruck,  the  javelin  hung. 
The  Moufe  fell  thundering,  and  the  target  rung  ; 
Prone  to  the  ground,  he  finks  his  clofing  eye. 
And  foil'd  in  duil:  his  lovely  trefles  lie. 

A  fpear  at  Pelion  Troglodytes  caft. 
The  miiTive  fpear  within  the  bofom  pafl ; 
Death's  fable  fliades  the  fainting  Frog  furround. 
And  life's  red  tide  runs  ebbing  from  the  wound, 
Embafichytros  felt  Scutlsus'  dart 
Transfix,  and  quiver  in  his  panting  heart ; 
But  great  Artophagus  aveng'd  the  flain. 
And  big  Scutlasus  tumbling  loads  the  plain. 
And  Polyphonus  dies,  a  Frog  renown'd 
For  boaitful  fpeech  and  turbulence  of  found  ; 
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Deep  through  the  belly  pierc'd,  fupine  he  lay. 
And  breath'd  his  foul  againft  the  face  of  day. 

The  ftrong  Lymnocharis,  who  view'd  with  ire 
A  viftor  triumph,  and  a  friend  expire  ; 
With  heaving  arms  a  rocky  fragment  caught. 
And  fiercely  flung  where  Troglodytes  fought 
(A  warrior  vers'd  in  arts,  of  fure  retreat. 
But  arts  in  vain  elude  impending  fate)  ; 
Full  on  his  finewy  neck  the  fragment  fell. 
And  o'er  his  eye-lids  clouds  eternal  dwell. 
Lychenor  (fecond  of  the  glorious  name) 
Striding  ad vanc'd,  and  took  no  wandering  aim ; 
Through  all  the  Frogs  the  ftiining  javelin  flies. 
And  near  the  vanquifli'd  Moufe  the  vidlor  dies. 

The  dreadful  ftroke  Crambophagus  affrights. 
Long  bred  to  banquets,  lef^  inur'd  to  fights, 
Heedlefs  he  runs,  and  Humbles  o'er  the  fl-eep. 
And  wildly  floundering  flaflies  up  the  deep ; 
Lychenor,  following  with  a  downward  blow, 
Reach'd  in  the  lake  his  unrecover'd  foe  ; 
Gafping  he  rolls,  a  purple  ftream  of  blood 
Diilains  the  furface  of  the  fi'.ver  flood; 
Through  the  wide  wound  the  rufliing  entrails  throng. 
And  flow  the  breathlefs  carcafs  floats  along. 

Lymnifius  good  Tyroglyphus  aflails. 
Prince  of  the  Mice  that  haunt  the  flowery  vales. 
Loft  to  the  milky  fares  and  rural  feat. 
He  came  to  perifli  on  the  bank  of  fate. 

The  dread  Pternoglyphus  demands  the  fight. 
Which  tender  Calaminthius  fliuns  by  flight; 
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Drops  the  green  target,  fpringing  quits  the  foe. 
Glides  through  the  lake,  and  fafely  dives  below. 
But  dire  Pternophagus  divides  his  way- 
Through  breaking  ranks,  and  leads  the  dreadful  day. 
No  nibbling  prince  excell'd  in  fiercenefs  more. 
His  parents  fed  him  on  the  favage  boar  ; 
But  where  his  lance  the  field  with  blood  imbrued. 
Swift  as  he  mov'd  Hydrocharis  purfued. 
Till  fallen  in  death  he  lies,  a  {battering  Hone 
Sounds  on  the  neck,  and  crufhes  all  the  bone. 
His  blood  pollutes  the  verdure  of  the  plain, 

And  from  his  noftrils  burfts  the  gufhing  brain. 
Lychopinax  with  Borborocates  fights, 

A  blamelefs  Frog,  whom  humbler  life  delights ; 
The  fatal  javelin  unrelenting  flies. 

And  darknefs  feals  the  gentle  Croaker's  eyes. 
Incens'd  PrafTophagus,  with  fpritely  bound. 

Bears  Cniflbdioftcs  off  the  rifing  ground. 

Then  drags  him  o'er  the  lake  depriv'd  of  breath, 

And,  downward  plunging,  finks  his  foul  to  death. 

But  now  the  great  Pfycarpax  fhines  afar 

(Scarce  he  fo  great  whofe  lofs  provok'd  the  war)  ; 

Swift  to  revenge  his  fatal  javelin  fled. 

And  through  the  liver  fl:ruck  Pclufius  dead  ; 

His  freckled  corpfe  before  the  viftor  fell. 

His  foul  indignant  fought  the  Ihades  of  hell. 
This  faw  Pelobates,  and  from  the  flood 

Heav'd  with  both  hands  a  monftrous  mafs  of  mud ; 

The  cloud  obfcene  o'er  all  the  hero  flies, 

Diflionours  his  brown  face,  and  blots  his  eyes. 

VOL.  XXVI  I.  E 
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Enrag'd,  and  wildly  fputtering,  from  the  iTiore 
A  ftone,  immeiife  of  fize,  the  warrior  bore, 
A  load  for  labouring  earth,  whofe  bulk  to  raife, 
Afks  ten  degenerate  Mice  of  modern  days. 
Full  en  the  leg  arrives  the  crulhing  wound  : 
The  Frog,  fupportlefs,  writhes  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  flulh'd,  the  viftor  v/ars  with  matchlefs  force. 
Till  loud  Craugafides  arrefts  his  courfe. 
Hoarfe  croaking  threats  precede  !  with  fatal  fpeed 
Deep  through  the  belly  ran  the  pointed  reed. 
Then,  ftrongly  tugg'd,  return'd  imbrued  with  gore. 
And  on  the  pile  his  reeking  entrails  bore. 

The  lame  Sitophagus,   opprefs'd  with  pain. 
Creeps  from  the  defperate  dangers  of  the  plain ; 
And  where  the  ditches  rifmg  weeds  fupply 
To  fpread  their  lowly  (hades  beneath  the  fky. 
There  lurks  the  filent  Moufe  reliev'd  from  heat. 
And,  fafe  embower'd,  avoids  the  chance  of  fate. 

But  here  Troxartas,  Phyfignathus  there. 
Whirl  the  dire  furies  of  the  pointed  fpear ; 
But  where  the  foot  around  its  ankle  plies, 
Troxartas  wounds,  and  Phyfignathus  flies. 
Halts  to  the  pool,  a  fafe  retreat  to  find. 
And  trails  a  dangling  length  of  leg  behind. 
The  Moufe  ftiU  urges,  ftill  the  Frog  retires. 
And  half  in  anguitli  of  the  flight  expires. 

Then  pious  ardour  young  Prefl"a;us  brings 
Betwixt  the  fortunes  of  contending  kings : 
Lank  harmlefs  Frog  1  with  forces  hardly  grov/n. 
He  darts  the  reed  in  combat  not  his  own,  * 
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"Which,  faintly  tinkling  on  Troxartas'  fliield. 
Hangs  at  the  point,  and  drops  upon  the  field. 

Now  nobly  towering  o'er  the  reil  appears 
A  gallant  prince  that  far  tranfcends  his  years. 
Pride  of  his  fire,  and  glory  of  his  houfe. 
And  more  a  Mars  in  combat  than  a  Moufe  : 
His  aciion  bold,  robuft  his  ample  frame. 
And  Meridarpax  his  refounding  name. 
The  warrior,  fmgled  from  the  fighting  croud, 
Boafts  the  dire  honours  of  his  arms  aloud  ; 
Then  ftrutting  near  the  lake,  with  looks  elate. 
To  all  its  nations  threats  approaching  fate. 
And  fuch  his  ftrength,  the  filver  lakes  around 
Might  roll  their  waters  o'er  unpeopled  ground. 
But  powerful  Jove,  who  fliews  no  lefs  his  grace 
To  Frogs  that  perifh,  than  to  human  race. 
Felt  foft  companion  rifing  in  his  foul. 
And  fhook  his  facred  head,  that  fliook  the  pole. 
Then  thus  to  all  the  gazing  powers  began 
The  fire  of  Gods,  and  Frogs,  and  Mice,  and  Man 

What  feas  of  blood  I  view  1  v>/hat  v/orlds  of  {lain  ! 
An  Iliad  rifing  from  a  day's  campaign ; 
How  fierce  his  javelin  o'er  the  trembling  lakes 
The  black-furr'd  hero  Meridarpax  fliakes ! 
Unlefs  fome  favouring  Deity  defcend. 
Soon  will  the  Frogs  loquacious  empire  end. 
Let  dreadful  Pallas  wing'd  with  pity  fly. 
And  make  her  segis  blaze  before  his  eye  : 
While  Mars  refulgent  on  his  rattling  car, 
Arrefts  his  raging  rival  of  the  war. 
E  2 
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He  ceas'd,  reclining  with  attentive  head. 
When  thus  the  glorious  God  of  combats  faid  : 
Nor  Pallas,  Jore !  though  Pallas  take  the  field. 
With  all  the  terrors  of  her  hilTmg  fhield ; 
Nor  Mars  himfelf,  tliough  Mars  in  armour  bright 
Afcend  his  car,  and  wheel  amidfc  the  fight ; 
Not  thefe  can  drive  the  defperate  Moufe  afar. 
Or  change  the  fortunes  of  the  bleeding  war. 
Let  all  go  forth,  all  heaven  in  arms  arife. 
Or  launch  thy  own  red  thunder  from  the  Ikies, 
Such  ardent  bolts  as  flew  that  wondrous  day. 
When  heaps  of  Titans  mix'd  with  mountains  lay  ; 
When  all  the  giant-race  enormous  fell. 
And  huge  Enceladus  was  hurl'd  to  hell. 

'Twas  thus  th'  armipotent  advis'd  the  Gods, 
When  from  his  throne  the  cloud-compeller  nods. 
Deep-lengthening  thunders  run  from  pole  to  pole, 
Olympus  trembles  as  the  thunders  roll. 
Then  fwift  he  whirls  the  brandifh'd  bolt  around. 
And  headlong  darts  it  at  the  diilant  ground  ; 
The  bolt  difcharg'd  inwrap'd  with  lightning  flies. 
And  rends  its  flaming  paflTage  through  the  fkies : 
Then  earth's  inhabitants,  the  nibblers,  fhake. 
And  Frogs,  the  dwellers  in  the  waters,  quake. 
Yet  ftill  the  Mice  advance  their  dread  defign. 
And  the  laft  danger  threats  the  croaking  line. 
Till  Jove,  that  inly  mourn'd  the  lofs  they  bore. 
With  ftrange  afliftants  fiU'd  the  frighted  fliore. 

Pour 'd  from  the  neighbouring  ftrandjdeform'd  to  view, 
They  march,  a  fudden  unexpeded  crew  ! 
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Strong  fuits  of  armour  round  their  bodies  clofe, 
V/hich,  like  thick  anvils,  blunt  the  force  of  blows; 
In  wheeling  marches  torn  oblique  they  go ; 
With  harpy  claws  their  limbs  divide  below  ; 
Fell  fheers  the  pafTage  to  their  mouth  command ; 
From  out  the  flefh  their  bones  by  nature  fiand  ; 
Broad  fpread  their  backs,  their  fhining  fhoulders  rife; 
Unnumber'd  joints  diftort  their  lengthen'd  thighs  ; 
With  nervous  cords  their  hands  are  firmly  brac'd  ; 
Their  round  black  eye-balls  in  their  bofom  plac'd ; 
On  eight  long  feet  the  wondrous  warriors  tread  ; 
And  cither  end  alike  fupplies  a  head. 
Thefe,  mortal  wits  to  call  the  Crabs  agree. 
The  Gods  have  other  names  for  things  than  we. 

Now  where  the  jointures  from  their  loins  depend. 
The  heroes  tail  with  fevering  grafps  they  rend. 
Here,  fhort  of  feet,  depriv'd  the  power  to  fly. 
There,  without  hands,  upon  the  field  they  lie. 
Wrench'd  from  their  holds,  and  fcatter'd  all  around. 
The  bended  lances  heap  the  cumber'd  ground. 
Helplefs  amazement,  fear  purfuing  fear. 
And  mad  confufion,  through  their  hoft  appear  : 
O'er  the  wild  wafte  with  headlong  flight  they  go. 
Or  creep  conceal'd  in  vaulted  holes  below. 

But  down  Olympus  to  the  wellern  feas 
Far-fliooting  Phoebus  drove  with  fainter  rays ; 
And  a  whole  war  (fo  Jove  ordain'd)  begun. 
Was  fought,  and  ceas'd,  in  one  revolving  fun. 
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TO     MR.     POPE. 

f-n  o  praife,  yet  ftill  with  due  refpeft  to  pralfe, 

A  bard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays. 
The  learn'd  to  fliow,  the  fenfible  commend. 
Yet  ftill  prcferve  the  province  of  the  friend. 
What  life,  what  vigour,  muft  the  lines  require  ? 
What  mufic  tune  them  ?  what  afFedlion  fire  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bofom  fhine  ! 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  thine. 
The  brighteft  ancients  might  at  once  agree 
To  fmg  within  my  lays,  and  fmg  of  thee. 
Horace  himfelf  would  own  thou  doll  excel 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well. 
Ovid  himfelf  might  wilh  to  fmg  the  dame 
Whom  Windfor  Foreft  fees  a  gliding  ftream. 
On  filver  feet,  with  annual  ofier  crown'd. 
She  runs  for  ever  through  poetic  ground. 

How  flame  the  glories  of  Belinda's  hair. 
Made  by  thy  Mufe  the  envy  of  the  Fair  1 
Lefs  Ihorte  the  treffes  Egypt's  princefs  wore. 
Which  fweet  Callimachus  fo  fung  before. 
Here  courtly  treffes  fet  the  world  at  odds. 
Belles  war  with  Beaux,  and  whims  defcend  for  Gods 
The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule. 
Mock  the  grave  phrcnzy  of  the  chemic  fool. 
But  know,  ye  Fair,  a  point  conceal'd  with  art, 
The  Sylphs  and  Gnomes  are  but  a  woman's  heart : 
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The  Graces  ftand  in  fight ;  a  Satyr  train 

Peep  o'er  their  heads,  and  laugh  behind  the  fcene. 

In  Fame's  fair  temple,  o'er  the  boldefl  wits 
Infhrin'd  on  high  the  facred  Virgil  fits. 
And  fits  in  meafures,  fuch  as  Virgil's  Mufe 
To  place  thee  near  him  might  be  fond  to  cliufe. 
How  might  he  tune  th'  alternate  reed  with  thee. 
Perhaps  a  Strephon  thou,  a  Daphnis  he. 
While  fome  old  Damon,  o'er  the  vulgar  wife. 
Thinks  he  deferves,  and  thou  deferv'f!:,  the  prize. 
Rapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  feeks  the  plains. 
And  turns  me  fhepherd  while  I  hear  the  llrains. 
Indulgent  nurfe  of  every  tender  gale. 
Parent  of  flowerets,  old  Arcadia,  hail  ! 
Here  in  the  cool  my  limbs  at  eafe  I  fpread. 
Here  let  thy  poplars  whifper  o'er  my  head. 
Still  Hide  thy  waters  foft  among  the  trees  ; 
Thy  afpins  quiver  in  a  breathing  breeze. 
Smile  all  thy  vallies  in  eternal  fpring. 
Be  hufli'd,  ye  winds !  while  Pope  and  Virgil  ilng. 

In  Englifh  lays,  and  all  fublimely  great. 
Thy  Homer  v/arms  with  all  his  ancient  heat. 
He  iliines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fight. 
And  flames  with  every  fenfe  of  great  delight. 
Long  has  that  poet  reign'd,  and  long  unknown. 
Like  monarchs  fparkling  on  a  diftant  throne; 
In  all  the  majefty  of  Greece  retir'd, 
Himfelf  unknown,  his  mighty  name  admir'd. 
His  language  failing,  wrapp'd  him  round  with  night. 
Thine,  rais'd  by  thee,  recalls  the  work  to  light. 
K  4 
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So  wealthy  mines,  that  ages  long  before 
Fed  the  large  realms  around  with  golden  ore. 
When  jchoak'd  by  fmking  banks,  no  more  appear. 
And  fhepherds  only  fay.  The  mines  were  here  ! 
Should  fome  rich  youth   (if  nature  warm  his  heart. 
And  all  his  projefts  ftand  inform'd  with  art) 
Here  clear  the  caves,  there  ope  the  leading  vein ; 
The  mines  detefted  flame  v/ith  gold  again. 

How  vaft,  how  copious,  are  thy  new  defigns ! 
How  every  mufic  varies  in  thy  lines  ! 
Still  as  I  read,  I  feel  my  bofom  beat. 
And  rife  in  raptures  by  another's  heat. 
Thus  in  the  wood,  when  fummer  drefs'd  the  days. 
When  Windfor  lent  us  tuneful  hours'  of  eafe. 
Our  ears  tlie  lark,  the  thrufh,  the  turtle  bleft  ; 
And  Philomela  fweeteft  o'er  the  reft  : 
The  ihades  refound  with  fong — O  foftly  tread  ! 
While  a  whole  feafon  warbles  round  my  head. 

This  to  my  friend — and  when  a  friend  infpires, 
MyTilent  harp  its  mailer's  hand  requires. 
Shakes  olF  the  duft,  and  makes  thefe  rocks  refound. 
For  fortune  plac'd  me  in  unfertile  ground ; 
Far  from  the  joys  that  with  my  foul  agree. 
From  wit,  from  learning, — far,  oh  far  from  thee  ! 
Here  mofs-grown  trees  expand  the  fmalleft  leaf, 
Here  half  an  acre's  corn  is  half  a  flieaf. 
Here  hills  with  naked  heads  the  tempeft  mee:. 
Rocks  at  their  fide,  and  torrents  at  their  feet, 
Gr  lazy  lakes,  unconfcious  of  a  flood, 
Whofe  dull  brown  Naiads  ever  fleep  in  mud.  " 


TO     MR.     POPE. 
Yet  here  content  can  dwell,  and  learned  eafe, 
A  friend  delight  me,  and  an  author  pleafe ; 
Ev'n  here  I  fmg,  while  Pope  fapplies  the  theme, 
Show  my  own  love,  though  not  increafe  his  fame. 


A     TRANSLATION 

OF    PART     OF    THE 

FIRST  CANTO  OF  THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK, 

INTO    LEONINE    VERSE, 

AFTER    THE    MANNER   OF    THE   ANCIENT    MONKS. 

T^  T  nunc  dileftum  fpeculum,  pro  more  reteftum, 
Emicat  in  mensa,  qus  fplendet  pyxide  densa  : 
Turn  primum  lympha,  fe  purgat  Candida  nympha  ; 
Jamque  fme  menda,  cceleftis  imago  videnda, 
Nuda  caput,  bellos  retinet,  regit,  implet,  ocellos. 
Hr.c  ftupet  explorans,  feu  cultus  numen  adorans. 
Inferior  claram  PythoniiTa  apparet  ad  aram, 
Fertque  tibi  caute,  dicatque  fuperbia  !  laute. 
Dona  venufta  ;  oris,  quae  cunftis,  plena  laboris, 
Excerpta  explorat,  .dominamque  deamque  decorat. 
Pyxide  devota,  fe  pandit  hie  India  tota, 
Et  tota  ex  ifta  tranfpirat  Arabia  cifta  : 
Tefcudo  hie  fleftit,  dum  fe  mea  Lefbia  peftit  ; 
Atque  elephas  lente,  te  peftit  Lefbia  dente ; 
Hunc  maculis  noris,  nivel  jacet  ille  colorls. 
Hie  Jacet  et  munde,  mundus  muliebris  abunde  ; 
Spinula  refplendens  seris  Ibngo  ordine  pendens,    • 
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Pulvis  fuavis  odore,  et  epiftola  fuavis  amore. 
In  luit  arma  ergo.  Veneris  pulcherrlma  virgo  ; 
Pulchrior  in  pr^efens  tempus  de  tempore  crefcens  ; 
Jam  reparat  rifus,  jam  furgit  gratia  visus. 
Jam  promit  cultu,  mirac'la  latentia  vultu. 
Pigmina  jam  mifcet,  quo  plus  fua  purpura  gllfcet, 
Et  geminans  bellis  fplendet  mage  fulgor  ocellis. 
Stant  Lemures  muti.  Nymphs  intentique  faluti. 
Hie  figit  zonam,  capiti,  locat  ille  coronam, 
Hasc  manicis  formam,  plicis  dat  et  altera  normam  ; 
Et  tibi  vel  Betty,  tibi  vel  nitidiffima  Letty  ! 
Gloria  faftorum  temere  conceditur  horum. 


HEALTH.     AN   ECLOGUE. 

■>^ow  early  ftiepherds  o'er  the  meadow  pafs. 

And  print  long  footfteps  in  the  glittering  grafs  i 
The  cows  negleftful  of  their  pafture  ftand. 
By  turns  obfequious  to  the  milker's  hand. 

When  Damon  foftly  trod  the  fhaven  lawn, 
Damon  a  youth  from  city  cares  withdrawn; 
Long  was  the  pleafmg  walk  he  wander 'd  through, 
A  cover'd  arbour  clos'd  the  diflant  view ; 
There  refts  the  youth,  and,  v/hile  the  feather'd  thrpng 
Raife  their  v/ild  mufic,  thus  contrives  a  fong. 

Here,  wafted  o'er  by  mild  Etefian  air. 
Thou  country  Goddefs,  beauteous  Health  !  repair ; 
Here  let  my  breafi:  through  quivering  trees  inhale 
I'hy  rofy  blelTings  with  the  morning  gale. 
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What  are  the  fields,  or  flowers,  or  all  I  fee  ? 
Ah  !  taftelefs  all,  if  not  enjoy'd  with  thee. 

Joy  to  my  foul !  I  feel  the  Goddefs  nigh. 
The  face  of  nature  cheers  as  well  as  I ; 
O'er  the  flat  green  refrefliing  breezes  run. 
The  fmiling  daizies  blow  beneath  the  fun. 
The  brooks  run  purling  down  with  filver  waves. 
The  planted  lanes  rejoice  with  dancing  leaves. 
The  chirping  birds  from  all  the  compafs  rove 
To  tempt  the  tuneful  echoes  of  the  grove  : 
High  funny  fummits,  deeply-fliaded  dales. 
Thick  mofly  banks,  and  flowery  winding  vales. 
With  various  profpeft  gratify  the  fight. 
And  fcatter  fix'd  attention  in  delight. 

Come,  country  Goddefs,  come ;  nor  thou  fuffice. 
But  bring  thy  mountain-filler,  Exercife. 
Call'd  by  thy  lovely  voice,  flie  turns  her  pace. 
Her  winding  horn  proclaims  the  finifli'd  chace ; 
She  mounts  the  rocks,  flie  fkims  the  level  plain. 
Dogs,  hawks,  and  horfes,  croud  her  early  train. 
Her  hardy  face  repels  the  tanning  wind. 
And  lines  and  mefhes  loofely  float  behind. 
All  thefe  as  means  of  toil  the  feeble  fee. 
But  thefe  are  helps  to  pleafure  join'd  with  thee. 

Let  Sloth  lie  foftening  till  high  noon  in  down. 
Or  lolling  fan  her  in  the  fultry  town, 
Unnerv'd  with  reft ;  and  turn  her  own  difeafe. 
Or  fofl:er  others  in  luxurious  eafe  : 
I  mount  the  courfer,  call  the  deep-mouth'd  hounds. 
The  fox  unkenijel''d  flies  to  covert  grounds ; 
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I  lead  where  flags  through  tangled  thickets  tread. 

And  fhake  the  faplings  with  their  branching  head ; 

I  make  the  faulcons  wing  their  airy  way. 

And  foar  to  feize,  or  ftooping  ftrike  their  prey ; 

To  fnare  the  fifh,  I  fix  the  luring  bait ; 

To  wound  the  fowl,  I  load  the  gun  with  fate. 

'Tis  thus  through  change  of  exercife  I  range. 

And  ftrength  and  pleafure  rife  from  every  change. 

Here,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain  ; 

When  the  next  comes,  I'll  charm  thee  thus  again. 
Oh  come,  thou  Goddefs  of  my  rural  fong. 
And  bring  thy  daughter,  calm  Content,  along. 
Dame  of  the  ruddy  cheek  and  laughing  eye. 
From  whofe  bright  prefence  clouds  of  forrow  fly  : 
For  her  I  mow  my  walks,  I  plat  my  bowers. 
Clip  my  low  hedges,  and  fupport  my  flowers  ; 
To  welcome  her,  this  fummer-feat  I  dreft. 
And  here  I  court  her  when  flie  comes  to  rell ; 
When  ihe  from  exercife  to  learned  eafe 
Shall  change  again,  and  teach  the  change  to  pleafe. 

Now  friends  converfmg  my  foft  hours  refine. 
And  TuUy's  Tufculum  revives  in  mine  : 
Now  to  grave  books  I  bid  the  mind  retreat. 
And  fuch  as  make  me  rather  good  than  great. 
Or  o'er  the  works  of  eafy  fancy  rove. 
Where  flutes  and  innocence  amufe  the  grove  : 
The  native  Bard,  that  on  Sicilian  plains 
Flrfc  fung  the  lowly  manners  of  the  fwains ; 
Or  Maro's  Mufe,  that  in  the  faireft  light 
Paints  rural  profpefts  and  the  charms  of  fight; 
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icfe  foft  amufements  bring  Content  along, 
'ind  fancy,  void  of  forrow,  turns  to  fong. 
Here,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain  ; 
When  the  next  comes,  I  '11  charm  thee  thus  ao-ain. 


THE    FLIES.     AN   ECLOGUE. 

TT7HEN  in  the  river  cows  for  coolnefs  ftand. 

And  fheep  for  breezes  feek  the  lofty  land, 
A  youth,  whom  JEi'op  taught  that  every  tree. 
Each  bird  and  infed,  fpoke  as  well  as  he  ; 
Walk'd  calmly  mufmg  in  a  ftiady  way. 
Where  flowering  hawthorns  broke  the  funny  ray. 
And  thus  inftrufts  his  moral  pen  to  draw 
A  fcene  that  obvious  in  the  field  he  favv. 

Near  a  low  ditch,  where  fhallow  waters  meet,  . 
Which  never  learn'd  to  glide  with  liquid  feet ; 
Whofe  Naiads  never  prattle  as  they  play. 
But  fcreen'd  with  hedges  flumber  out  the  day. 
There  Hands  a  flender  fern's  afpiring  fhade, 
Whofe  anfwering  branches  regularly  laid 
Put  forth  their  anfwering  boughs,  and  proudly  rife 
Three  ilories  upward,  in  the  nether  fkies. 

For  flicker  here,  to  Ihun  the  noon-day  heat. 
An  airy  nation  of  the  Flies  retreat ; 
Some  in  foft  airs  their  filken  pinions  ply. 
And  fome  from  bough  to  bough  delighted  fly. 
Some  rife,  and  circling  light  to  perch  again; 
A  pleafing  murnnjr  hums  along  the  plain. 
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So,  when  a  ftage  invites  to  pageant  fhows, 
(If  great  and  Imall  are  like)   appear  the  beaux  j 
In  boxes  fome  with  fpruce  pretenfion  fit. 
Some  change  from  feat  to  feat  within  the  pit. 
Some  roam  the  fcenes,  or  turning  ceafe  to  roam ; 
Preluding  mufic  fills  the  lofty  dome. 

When  thus  a  Fly  (if  what  a  Fly  can  fay 
Deferves  attention)   raisM  the  rural  lay. 

Where  late  Amintor  made  a  nymph  a  bride. 
Joyful  I  flew  by  young  Favonia's  fide. 
Who,  mindlefs  of  the  feafting,  went  to  fip 
The  balmy  pleafure  of  the  fhepherd's  lip, 
I  faw  the  Wanton,  where  I  lloop'd  to  fup. 
And  half  refolv'd  to  drown  me  in  a  cup ; 
Till,  brufh'd  by  carelefs  hands,  fhe  foar'd  above  : 
Ceafe,  Beauty,  ceafe  to  vex  a  tender  love. 

Thus  ends  the  youth,  the  buzzing  meadow  rung. 
And  thus  the  rival  of  his  mufic  fung. 

When  funs  by  thoufands  flione  on  orbs  of  dew, 
I  wafted  foft  with  Zephyretta  flew ; 
Saw  the  clean  pail,  and  fought  the  milky  chear. 
While  little  Daphne  feiz'd  my  roving  Dear. 
Wretch  that  I  was  !  I  might  have  warn'd  the  dame. 
Yet  fate  indulging  as  the  danger  came. 
But  the  kind  huntrefs  left  her  free  to  foar  : 
Ah  !  guard,  ye  lovers,  guard  a  miftrefs  more. 

Thus  from  the  fern,  whofe  high  projecting  arms 
The  fleeting  nation  bent  with  duflcy  fwarms. 
The  fwains  their  love  in  eafy  mufic  breathe. 
When  tongues  and  tumult  ftun  the  field  beneath  : 
3 
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Black  ants  in  teams  come  darkening  all  the  road. 
Some  call  to  march,  and  fome  to  lift  the  load  ; 
They  ftrain,  they  labour  with  inceflant  pains, 
Prefs'd  by  the  cumbrous  weight  of  fingle  grains. 
The  Flies  ftruck  filent  gaze  with  wonder  down  : 
The  bufy  burghers  reach  their  earthy  town ; 
Where  lay  the  burthens  of  a  wintery  ftore. 
And  thence  unwearied  part  in  fearch  of  more. 
Yet  one  grave  fage  a  moment's  fpace  attends. 
And  the  fmall  city's  loftieft  point  afcends. 
Wipes  the  fait  dew  that  trickles  down  his  face. 
And  thus  harangues  them  with  the  graveft  grace. 

Ye  foolilh  nurflings  of  the  fummer  air, 
Thefe  gentle  tunes  and  whining  fongs  forbear  ; 
Your  trees  and  whifpering  breeze, your  grove  and  love. 
Your  Cupid's  quiver,  and  his  mother's  dove  ; 
Let  Bards  to  bufmefs  bend  their  vigorous  wing. 
And  fmg  but  feidom,  if  they  love  to  fmg  : 
Elfe,  when  the  flowerets  of  the  feafon  fail. 
And  this  your  ferny  fliade  forfakes  the  vale. 
Though  one  would  fave  you,  not  one  grain  of  wheat. 
Should  pay  fuch  fongfters  idling  at  my  gate. 

He  ceas'd  :  the  Flies,  incorrigibly  vain. 
Heard  the  Mayor's  fpeech,  and  fell  to  fmg  again. 
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AN  ELEGY,  TO  AN  OLD  BEAUTY. 

J  N  vain,  poor  nymph,  to  pleafe  our  youthful  fight 

You  deep  in  cream  and  frontlets  all  the  night. 
Your  face  with  patches  foil,  with  paint  repair, 
Drefs  with  gay  gowns,  and  Ihade  with  foreign  hair. 
If  truth,  in  fpite  of  manners,  muft  be  told. 
Why  really  fifty-five  is  fomething  old. 

Once  you  were  young ;  or  one,  whofe  life 's  fo  long 
She  might  have  borne  my  mother,  tells  me  wrong. 
And  once,  fmce  Envy 's  dead  before  you  die. 
The  women  own,  you  play'd  a  fparkling  eye. 
Taught  the  light  foot  a  modilh  little  trip. 
And  pouted  with  the  prettielt  purple  lip. 

To  fome  new  charmer  are  the  rofes  fled. 
Which  blew,  to  damaflc  all  thy  cheek  v/ith  red  ; 
Youth  calls  the  Graces  there  to  fix  their  reign. 
And  airs  by  thoufands  fill  their  cafy  train. 
So  parting  Summer  bids  her  flov/ery  prime 
Attend  the  Sun  to  drefs  fome  foreign  clime. 
While  withering  feafons  in  fuccefiion,  here. 
Strip  the  gay  gardens,  and  deform  the  year. 

But  thou,  fince  nature  bids,  the  v.'orld  refign, 
'Tis  now  thy  daughter's  daughter's  time  to  fhine. 
With  more  addrefs,  or  fuch  as  pleafes  more. 
She  runs  her  female  exercifes  o'er. 
Unfurls  or  clofes,  raps  or  turns  the  fan. 
And  fmiles,  or  blu&es  at  the  creature  man. 
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With  quicker  life,  as  gilded  coaches  pafs. 

In  fideling  courtefy  fhe  drops  the  glais. 

With  better  ftrength,  on  vifit-days  fhe  bears 

To  mount  her  fifty  flights  of  ample  ftairs. 

Her  mien,  her  fhape,  her  temper,  eyes,  and  tongue^ 

Are  fure  to  conquer — for  the  rogue  is  young  : 

And  all  that 's  madly  wild,  or  oddly  gay. 

We  call  it  only  pretty  Fanny's  way. 

Let  Time,  that  makes  you  homely,  make  you  fage. 
The  fphere  of  wifdom  is  the  fphere  of  age. 

'Tis  true,  when  beauty  dawns  with  early  fire. 
And  hears  the  flattering  tongues  of  foft  defire. 
If  not  from  virtue,  from  its  gravefl:  ways 
The  foul  with  pleaflng  avocation  ftrays. 
But  beauty  gone,  'tis  eafier  to  be  wife ; 
As  harpers  better  by  the  lofs  of  eyes. 
Henceforth  retire,  reduce  your  roving  airs. 
Haunt  lefs  the  plays,  and  more  the  public  prayers, 
Rejeft  the  Mechlin  head,  and  gold  brocade. 
Go  pray,  in  fober  Norwich  crape  array'd. 
Thy  pendant  diamonds  let  thy  Fanny  take 
(Their  trembling  lufl:re  fliows  how  much  you  fliake) ; 
Or  bid  her  wear  thy  necklace  row'd  with  pearl. 
You'll  find  your  Fanny  an  obedient  girl. 
So  for  the  reft,  with  lefs  incumbrance  hung. 
You  walk  through  life,  unmingled  with  the  young, 
And  view  the  fliade  and  fubfl;ance  as  you  pafs 
With  joint  endeavour  trifling  at  the  glafs. 
Or  Folly  dreil,  and  rambling  all  her  days. 
To  meet  her.  counterpart,  and  grow  by  praife  ; 
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Yet  flill  fedate  yourfelf,  and  gravely  plain. 

You  neither  fret,  nor  envy  at  the  vain. 

'T  was  thus,  if  man  with  woman  we  compare. 

The  wife  Athenian  croft  a  glittering  fair, 

Unmov'd  by  tongue  and  fights,  he  walk'd  the  place. 

Through  tape,  toys,  tinfel,  gimp,  perfume,  and  lace ; 

Then  bends  from  Mars's  hill  his  awful  eyes. 

And — What  a  World  I  never  want?  he  cries  : 

But  cries  unheard  :  for  folly  will  be  free. 

So  parts  the  buzzing  gaudy  crowd  and  he  : 

As  carelefs  he  for  them,  as  they  for  him  : 

He  wrapt  in  wifdom,  and  they  whirl'd  by  whim. 
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y^  o  M  E  hither,  boy,  we  '11  hunt  to-day. 

The  Book-worm,  ravening  beaft  of  prey, 
Produc'd  by  parent  Earth,  at  odds. 
As  Fame  reports  it,  with  the  Gods. 
Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  drives 
Againft  a  thoufand  authors  lives  : 
Through  all  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies ; 
Dreadful  his  head  with  cluftering  eyes. 
With  horns  without,  and  tuiks  within. 
And  fcales  to  ferve  him  for  a  Ikin. 
Obferve  him  nearly,  left  he  climb 
To  wound  the  Bards  of  ancient  time. 
Or  down  the  vale  of  Fancy  go 
To  tear  feme  modern  wretch  below.     • 
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On  every  corner  fix  thine  eye. 
Or  ten  to  one  he  flips  thee  by. 
See  where  his  teeth  a  paffage  eat : 
We  '11  roufe  him  from  the  deep  retreat. 
But  who  the  fhelter  's  forc'd  to  give  ? 
'Tis  facred  Virgil,  as  I  live  ! 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  fong  to  fong. 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along. 
He  mounts  the  gilded  edge  before. 
He's  up,  he  feuds  the  cover  o'er. 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  there  he  pall. 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  lafl. 
Infatiate  brute,  whofe  teeth  abufe 
The  fweeteft  fervants  of  the  Mufe. 
(Nay  never  offer  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  faft  to  fly.) 
His  rofes  nipt  in  every  page. 
My  poor  Anacreon  mourns  thy  rage ; 
By  thee  my  Ovid  wounded  lies ; 
By  thee  my  Lefbia's  fparrow  dies ; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  deflroy'd 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away. 
And  fpoil'd  the  Blouzelind  of  Gay. 
For  all,  for  every  fingle  deed, 
Relentlefs  julVice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  fall  a  viftim  to  the  Nine, 
Myfelf  the  prieft,  my  defk  the  Ihrinc. 
Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  TafTo  near. 
To  pile  a  facred  altar  here ; 
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Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit. 
You  reach 'd  the  plays  that  Dennis  writ ; 
You  reach'd  me  Philips'  ruftic  ftrain  ; 
Pray  take  your  mortal  Bards  again. 

Come,  bind  the  vidlim, — there  he  lies. 
And  here  between  his  numerous  eyes 
This  venerable  dull  I  lay. 
From  manufcripts  juft  fwept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make) 
A  health  to  poets !   all  their  days 
May  they  have  bread,  as  well  as  praife  ; 
Senfe  may  they  feek,  and  lefs  engage 
In  papers  fill'd  with  party-rage. 
But  if  their  riches  fpoil  their  vein. 
Ye  Mufes,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade. 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  ftrike  the  fcales  that  arm  thee  round. 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound  ; 
The  facred  altar  floats  with  red. 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he 's  dead. 

How  like  the  fon  of  Jove  I  ftand. 
This  Hydra  ftretch'd  beneath  my  hand  ! 
Lay  bare  the  monfter's  entrails  here. 
To  fee  what  dangers  threat  the  year  : 
Ye  Gods  1  what  fonnets  on  a  wench  ! 
What  lean  tranflations  out  of  French  t 
'Tis  plain,  this  lobe  is  fo  unfound, 
S prints,  before  the  months  go  round. 
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But  hold,  before  I  clofe  the  fcene. 
The  facred  altar  fhould  be  clean. 
Oh  had  I  Shadwell's  fecond  bays. 
Or,  Tate  !  thy  pert  and  humble  lays ! 
(Ye  pair,  forgive  me,  when  I  vow 
I  never  mifs'd  your  works  till  now) 
I'd  tear  the  leaves  to  wipe  the  fhrine, 
CThat  only  way  you  pleafe  the  Nine) 
But  fmce  I  chance  to  want  thefe  two, 
I'll  make  the  fongs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pin, 
I  hang  the  fcales  that  brac'd  it  in  ; 
I  hang  my  ftudious  morning-gown. 
And  write  my  own  infcription  down. 

"  This  trophy  from  the  Python  won, 
**  This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
*'  Thefe,  Parnell,  glorying  in  the  feat, 
"  Hung  on  thefe  Ihelves,  the  Mufes  feat. 
*'  Here  ignorance  and  hunger  found 
**  Large  realms  of  wit  to  ravage  round  : 
**  Here  ignorance  and  hunger  fell  ; 
"  Two  foes  in  one  I  fent  to  hell. 
"  Ye  poets,  who  my  labours  fee, 
*'  Come  (hare  the  triumph  all  with  me  1 
"  Ye  Critics !  bom  to  vex  the  Mufe, 
*'  Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lofe.'' 
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AN    ALLEGORY    ON   MAN. 

A    THOUGHTFUL  Being,  long  and  fpare. 

Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  Care 
(Were  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  Gods  have  call'd  him  too). 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought. 
And  lov'd  to  work,  though  no  one  bought. 
This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  Jove's  eternal  fable  head, 
Contriv'd  a  Ihape  impower'd  to  breathe. 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rofe  flaring,  like  a  ftake  ; 
Wondering  to  fee  himfelf  awake  1 
Then  look'd  fo  wife,  before  he  knew 
The  bufmefs  he  was  made  to  do  ; 
That,  pleas'd  to  fee  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  fhew'd  his  forward  face, 
Jove  talk'd  of  breeding  him  on  high. 
An  under-fomething  of  the  &y. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod. 
Which  ever  binds  a  Poet's  God 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrofial  Ihake, 
And  mother  Earth's  oblig'd  to  quake). 
He  faw  old  mother  Earth  arife. 
She  ftood  confefs'd  before  his  eyes; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  fhe  wore, 
A  caftle  for  a  crown  before. 
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Nor  with  long  ftreets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  behind  her,  like  commodes  : 
As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  fhe  dreft. 
And  trail'd  a  landfkip-painted  veil. 
Then  thrice  (he  rais'd,  as  Ovid  faid. 
And  thrice  fhe  bow'd  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made.  Great  Jove,  fhe  cry'd. 
This  thing  was  fafhion'd  from  my  fide  : 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head,  are  mine ; 
Then  what  hafl  thou  to  call  him  thine  ? 

Nay  rather  afk,  the  Monarch  faid. 
What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head. 
Were  what  I  gave  remov'd  away  ? 
Thy  part 's  an  idle  fhape  of  clay. 

Halves,  more  than  halves !  cry'd  honefl  Care 
Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fair. 
You  claim  the  body,  you  the  foul. 
But  I  who  join'd  them,  claim  the  whole. 

Thus  with  the  Gods  debate  began. 
On  fuch  a  trivial  caufe,  as  man. 
And  can  celefHal  tempers  rage  ? 

Quoth  Virgil,  in  a  later  age. 

As  thus  they  wrangled.  Time  came  by ; 

(There 's  none  that  paint  him  fuch  as  I, 

For  what  the  fabling  Ancients  fung 

Makes  Saturn  old,  when  Time  was  young.) 

As  yet  his  winters  had  not  fhed 

Their  filver  honours  on  his  head ; 

He  jufl  had  got  his  pinions  free. 

From  his  old  fire.  Eternity. 
F  4 
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A  ferpent  girdled  round  he  wore. 

The  tail  within  the  mouth,  before  ; 

By  which  our  almanacks  are  clear 

That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year. 

A  ftafF  he  carry'd,  where  on  high 

A  glafs  was  fix'd  to  meafure  by. 

As  amber  boxes  made  a  fhow 

For  hea.ds  of  canes  an  age  ago. 

His  veil,  for  day  and  night,  was  py'd ; 

A  bending  fickle  arm'd  his  fide  ; 

And  Spring's  new  months  his  train  adorn ! 

The  other  Seafons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws. 
They  make  him  umpire  of  the  caufe.. 
O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid. 
Where  fince  his  hours  a  dial  made  ; 
Then  leaning  heard  the  nice  debate,       ; 
And  thus  pronounc'd  the  words  of  Fate: 

Since  body  from  the  parent  Earth, 
And  foul  from  Jove  receiv'd  a  birth. 
Return  they  where  they  firft  began ; 
But  fince  their  union  makes  the  man. 
Till  Jove  and  Earth  fhall  part  thefe  two. 
To  Care  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due. 

He  faid,  and  fprung  with  fwift  career 
To  trace  a  circle  for  the  year ; 
Where  ever  fince  the  Seafons  wheel. 
And  tread  on  one  another's  heel. 

'Tis  well,  faid  Jove,  and  for  confent 
Thundering  he  Ihook  the  firmament. 
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Our  umpire  Time  fhall  have  his  way. 
With  Care  I  let  the  creature  ftay  : 
Let  bufmefs  vex  him,  avarice  blind. 
Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his  mind. 
Let  error  ad,  opinion  fpeak. 
And  want  afflift,  and  ficknefs  break. 
And  anger  burn,  dejedlion  chill. 
And  joy  diftradt,  and  forrow  kill. 
Till,  arm'd  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow. 
Time  draws  the  long  deftruftive  blow ; 
And  wafted  man,  whofe  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day. 
Shall  only  find  by  this  decree. 
The  foul  flies  fooner  back  to  me. 


IMITATION  OF  SOME  FRENCH  VERSES. 

TjELENTLEss  Time!  deftroying  power. 

Whom  ftone  and  brafs  obey. 
Who  giv'ft  to  every  flying  hour 

To  work  fome  new  decay ; 

Unheard,  unheeded,  and  unfeen. 

Thy  fecret  faps  prevail. 
And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machine. 

By  nature  form'd  to  fail. 
My  change  arrives  ;  the  change  I  meet. 

Before  I  thought  it  nigh. 
My  fpring,  my  years  of  pleafure  fleet. 

And  all  their  beauties  die. 
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In  age  I  fearch,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain. 
Grave  wifdom  ftalking  flow  behind, 

Opprefs'd  with  loads  of  pain. 

My  ignorance  could  once  beguile. 
And  fancy 'd  joys  infpire  ; 

My  errors  cherifh'd  Hope  to  fmile 
On  newly-born  defire. 

But  now  experience  fhews,  the  blifs 
For  which  I  fondly  fought 

Not  worth  the  long  impatient  wifli. 
And  ardour  of  the  thought. 

My  youth  met  Fortune  fair  array'd. 
In  all  her  pomp  fhe  {hone. 

And  might  perhaps  have  well  efTay'd 
To  make  her  gifts  my  own  : 

But  when  I  faw  the  bleflings  fhower 
On  fome  unworthy  mind, 

I  left  the  chace,  and  own'd  the  Power 
Was  juftly  painted  blind. 

I  pafs'd  the  glories  which  adorn 
The  fplendid  courts  of  kings. 

And  while  the  perfons  mov'd  my  fcorn, 
I  rofe  to  fcorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  felt  a  vigorous  fire 
By  love  encreas'd  the  more; 

But  years  with  coming  years  confpire 
To  break  the  ch^ns  I  wore. 
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In  weaknefs  fafe,  the  fex  I  fee 

With  idle  luftre  Ihine  ; 
For  what  are  all  their  joys  to  me, 

Wldch  cannot  now  be  mine  ? 

But  hold — I  feel  my  gout  decreafe. 

My  troubles  laid  to  reft. 
And  truths  which  would  difturb  my  peace 

Are  painful  truths  at  beft. 

Vainly  the  time  I  have  to  roll 

In  fad  refledlion  flies  ; 
Ye  fondling  paffions  of  my  foul ! 

Ye  fweet  deceits !  arife. 

I  wifely  change  the  fcene  within. 

To  things  that  us'd  to  pleafe  ; 
In  pain,  philofophy  is  fpleen. 

In  health,  'tis  only  eafe. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

■n  Y  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light. 

No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night. 
Intent  with  endlefs  view  to  pore 
The  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er  : 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray. 
Or  point  at  beft  the  longeft  way. 
I  'II  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom  's  furely  taught  below. 
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How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  fky ! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie. 
While  through  their  ranks  in  filver  pride 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flumbering  breeze  forgets  to  breathe. 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath. 
Where  once  again  the  fpangled  fhow 
Defcends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds,  which  on  the  right  afpire. 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire  : 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whofe  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  fteeple  guides  thy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night. 
There  pafs  with  melancholy  ftate 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate, 
And  think,  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
Time  ivas,  like  thee,  they  life  pojfeji. 
And  ti7ne  pall  he,  that  thou  Jh alt  rejl. 

Thofe  with  bending  ofier  bound. 
That  namelefs  heave  the  crumbled  ground. 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe. 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe. 

The  flat  fmooth  ftones  that  bear  a  name. 
The  chiffel's  flender  help  to  fame 
(Which  ere  our  fet  of  friends  decay 
Their  frequent  fteps  may  wear  away)  ; 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  ov/n. 
Men,  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 
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The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fwell  with  fculptur'd  ftones. 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 
Thefe,  all  the  poor  remains  of  ftate. 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  great ; 
Who,  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live. 
Are  fenfelefs  of  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha  !  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades. 
The  burrting  earth  unveils  the  Ihades  ! 
All  flow,  and  wan,  and  wrap'd  with  flirouds. 
They  rife  in  vifionary  crowds. 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
Think,  mortal,  <what  it  is  to  die. 

Now  from  yon  black  and  funeral  yew. 
That  bathes  the  charnel-houfe  with  dew, 
Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice  begin  ; 
(Ye  ravens,  ceafe  your  croaking  din. 
Ye  tolling  clocks,  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground  !) 
It  fends  a  peal  of  hollow  groans. 
Thus  fpeaking  from  among  the  bones. 

When  men  my  fcythe  and  darts  fupply. 
How  great  a  King  of  Fears  am  1 1 
They  view  me  like  the  laft  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  firings. 
Fools  !  if  you  lefs  provok'd  your  fears. 
No  more  my  fpe£lre-form  appears. 
Death 's  but  a  path  that  mull  be  trod. 
If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God  : 
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A  port  of  calms,  a  ftate  to  eafe 
From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  Teas. 

Why  then  thy  flowing  fable  ftoles. 
Deep  pendant  cyprefs,  mourning  poles, 
Loofe  fcarfs  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds. 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearfes,  cover'd  fteeds. 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  they  tread. 
Nod  o'er  the  'fcutcheons  of  the  dead  ? 

Nor  can  the  parted  body  know. 
Nor  wants  the  foul,  thefe  forms  of  woe  ; 
As  men  who  long  in  prifon  dwell. 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  the  eel!. 
Whene'er  their  fufFering  years  are  run. 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  fun  : 
Such  joy,  though  far  tranfcending  fenfe. 
Have  pious  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  kw,  and  evil  years,  they  wafte  : 
But  when  their  chains  are  caft  afide. 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide. 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tower  away. 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 
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T  ovELY,  lading  peace  of  mind  ! 
Sweet  delight  of  human  kind  ! 
Heavenly  born,  and  bred  on  high. 
To  crown  the  favorites  of  the  flcy 
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With  more  of  happinefs  below. 
Than  viftors  in  a  triumph  know  ! 
Whither,  O  whither  art  thou  fled. 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head ; 
What  happy  region  doft  thou  pleafe 
To  make  the  feat  of  calms  and  eafe  ! 

Ambition  fearches  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  ftate,  to  meet  thee  there. 
Encreafing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  prefence  in  its  gold  infhrin'd. 
The  bold  adventurer  ploughs  his  way. 
Through  rocks  amidft  the  foaming  fea. 
To  gain  thy  love  ;  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves. 
The  filent  heart,  which  grief  aflails. 
Treads  foft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales. 
Sees  daifies  open,  rivers  run. 
And  feeks   (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amufing  thought;  but  learns  to  know 
That  Solitude 's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 
No  real  happinefs  is  found 
In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground : 
Or  in  a  foul  exalted  high. 
To  range  the  circuit  of  the  iky, 
Converfe  with  ftars  above,  and  know 
All  Nature  in  its  forms  below ; 
The  rell  it  feeks,  in  feeking  dies. 
And  doubts  at  laft  for  knowledge  rife. 

Lovely,  lafting  peace,  appear  ! 
This  world  itf«lf,  if  thou  art  here. 
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Is  once  again  with  Eden  bleft. 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breaft. 

'Twas  thus,  as  under  fhade  I  flood, 
I  fung  my  wiflies  to  the  wood. 
And,  loft  in  thought,  no  more  perceiv'd 
The  branches  whifper  as  they  wav'd  : 
It  feem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confefs'd  the  prefence  of  his  grace. 
When  thus  Ihe  fpoke — Go  rule  thy  will. 
Bid  thy  wild  paffions  all  be  ftill. 
Know  God — and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
The  joys  which  from  religion  flow  : 
Then  every  grace  Ihall  prove  its  gueft. 
And  I  '11  be  there  to  crown  the  reft. 

Oh  !   by  yonder  moffy  feat. 
In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat. 
Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ. 
With  fenfe  of  gratitude  and  joy  : 
Rais'd  as  ancient  prophets  were. 
In  heavenly  vifion,  praife,  and  prayer; 
Pleafing  all  men,  hurting  none, 
Pleas'd  and  blefs'd  with  God  alone  : 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  fight. 
With  all  the  colours  of  delight ; 
While  filver  waters  glide  along, 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  and  court  my  fong  : 
I  '11  lift  my  voice,  and  tune  my  ftring. 
And  thee,  great  Source  of  Nature,  fmg. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way. 
To  light  the  wctfld,  and  give  the  day ; . 
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The  moon  that  fhines  with  borrow'd  light; 
The  ftars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night ; 
The  feas  that  roll  unnumber'd  waves  j 
The  wood  that  fpreads  its  fhady  leaves ; 
The  field  whofe  ears  conceal  the  grain. 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain  ; 
All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee. 
Should  be  fung,  and  fung  by  me  : 
They  fpeak  their  Maker  as  they  can. 
But  want  and  afk  the  tongue  of  man. 
Go  fearch  among  your  idle  dreams. 
Your  bufy  or  your  vain  extremes ; 
And  find  a  life  of  equal  blifs. 
Or  own  the  next  begun  in  this- 


THE      HERMIT. 

•p  A  R  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view. 

From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  Hermit  grev/j 
The  mofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell. 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  cryftal  well : 
Remote  from  men,  with  God  he  pafs'd  the  days. 
Prayer  all  his  bufmefs,  all  his  pleafure  praife. 

A  hfe  fo  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heaven  itfelf,  till  one  fuggeiHon  rofe; 
That  vice  fhould  triumph,  virtue  vice  obey. 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fway ; 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profpeft  boaft. 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  foul  is  loft ; 
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So  when  a  fmooth  expanfe  receives  impreft 
Calm  nature's  image  on  its  watery  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow. 
And  fkies  beneath  with  anfwering  colours  glow  : 
But  if  a  rtone  the  gentle  fea  divide. 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  every  fide. 
And  ghmmering  fragments  of  a  broken  fun. 
Banks,  trees,  and  fkies,  in  thick  diforder  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight. 
To  find  if  books,  or  fwains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
Whofe  feet  came  wandering  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell ;  the  Pilgrim-ftafF  he  bore. 
And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before  ; 
Then  with  the  fun  a  rifing  journey  went. 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wafted  in  the  pathlefs  grafs. 
And  long  and  lonefome  was  the  wild  to  pafs ; 
But  when  the  fouthern  fun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  pofting  o'er  a  crofting  way ; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair. 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching.  Father,  hail !  he  cry'd. 
And  hail,  my  Son,  the  reverend  Sire  reply'd ; 
Words  follow'd  words,  from  queftion  anfwer  flow'd. 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road  ; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas 'd,  and  loth  to  part. 
While  in  their  age  they  difi^er,  join  in  heart. 
Thus  ftands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound. 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  elm  around.   . 
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Now  funk  the  fun ;  the  clofing  hour  of  day- 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  grey  ; 
Nature  in  filence  bid  the  world  repofe ; 
When  near  the  road  a  ftately  palace  rofe  : 
There  by  the  moon  through  ranks  of  trees  tlicy  pafs, 
Whofe  verdure  crown'd  their  floping  fides  of  grafs. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  mailer  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  houfe  the  wandering  ftranger's  home  : 
Yet  ftill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thirft  of  praife, 
Prov'd  the  vain  flowrifh  of  expenfive  eafe. 
The  pair  arrive  :  the  livery'd  fervants  wait ; 
Their  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coflly  piles  of  food. 
And  all  is.ittore  than  hofpitably  good. 
Then  led  to  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown. 
Deep  funk  in  fleep,  and  filk,  and  heaps  of  down. 
At  length  't  is  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  zephyrs  play  : 
Frefh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep. 
And  fhake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  banifh  fleep. 
Up  rife  the  guefts,  obedient  to  the  call : 
An  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall ; 
Rich  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd. 
Which  the  kind  mafter  forc'd  the  guefts  to  tafte. 
Then,  pleas'd  and  thankful,  from  the  porch  they  go  ; 
And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  caufe  of  woe  ; 
His  cup  was  vanilh'd ;  for  in  fecret  guife 
The  younger  gueft  purloin'd  the  glittering  prize. 

As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way, 
Gliftening  and  bafliing  in  the  fummer  ray. 
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Diforder'd  flops  to  fhun  the  danger  near. 

Then  walks  with  faintnefs  on,  and  looks  with  fear  ; 

So  feem'd  the  Sire ;  when  far  upon  the  road. 

The  ftiining  fpoil  his  wlley  partner  Ihow'd.  ^ 

He  ftop'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling  heart 

And  much  he  wifh'd,  but  durft  not  aik  to  part  : 

Murmuring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard. 

That  generous  aftions  meet  a  bafe  reward. 

While  thus  they  pafs,  the  fun  his  glory  Ihrouds, 
The  changing  ikies  hang  out  their  fable  clouds ; 
A  found  in  air  prefag'd  approaching  rain. 
And  beafts  to  covert  feud  acrofs  the  plain. 
Warn'd  by  the  figns,  the  wandering  pair  retreat. 
To  feek  for  Ihelter  at  a  neighbouring  feat. 
'Twas  built  with  turrets,  on  a  rifmg  ground. 
And  ftrong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around  ; 
Its  owner's  temper,  timorous  and  fevere. 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defert  there. 

As  near  the  Mifer's  heavy  doors  they  drew. 
Fierce  rifing  gufls  with  fudden  fury  blew ; 
The  nimble  lightning  mix'd  with  fliowers  began. 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  ran. 
Here  long  th^y  knock,  but  knock  or  call  in  vain. 
Driven  by  the  wind,  and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  fonae  pity  warm'd  the  mafter's  breaft 
('Twas  then  his  threfhold  firfl:  receiv'd  a  gueft)  ; 
Slow  creeking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care. 
And  half  he  welcomes-in  the  fhivering  pair ; 
One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls. 
And  nature's  fervor  through  their  limbs  recalls  : 
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Bread  of  the  coarfeft  fort,  with  eager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  ferv'd  them  both  to  dine  ; 
And  when  the  tempeft  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  ftill  remark  the  pondering  Hermit  view'd. 
In  one  fo  rich,  a  life  fo  poor  and  rude  ; 
And  why  fhould  fuch,  within  himfelf  he  cry'd. 
Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide  ? 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  foon  took  place. 
In  every  fettling  feature  of  his  face  ; 
When  from  his  veft  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup,  the  generous  Landlord  own'd  before. 
And  paid  profufely  with  the  precious  bowl 
The  ftinted  kindnefs  of  this  churlifh  foul. 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly ; 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  fky ; 
A  frelher  green  the  fmelling  leaves  difplay. 
And,  glittering  as  they  tremble,  chear  the  day  : 
The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat. 
And  the  glad  matter  bolts  the  wary  gate. 

While  hence   they  walk,    the   Pilgrim's    bofom. 
wrought 
With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought ; 
His  partner's  afts  without  their  caufe  appear, 
T  was  there  a  vice,  and  feem'd  a  madnefs  here  : 
Detefting  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes. 
Loft  and  confounded  with  the  various  fhows. 

Now  night's  dim  ftiades  again  involve  the  Ikyj 
Again  the  wanderers  want  a  place  to  lye. 
Again  they  fearch/  and  find  a  lodging  nigh. 
G  3 


86  P  A  R  N  £  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

The  foil  improv'd  around,  the  manfion  neat. 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great  : 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mailer's  turn  of  mind. 
Content,  and  not  to  praife,  but  virtue  kind. 

Hither  the  walkers  turn  with  weary  feet. 
Then  blefs  the  manfion,  and  the  mafter  greet : 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  modeft  guife. 
The  courteous  mailer  hears,  and  thus  replies  : 

Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heaft. 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  I  yield  a  part ; 
From  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coftly  cheer. 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  fpread. 
Then  talk  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed. 
When  the  grave  houfhold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd  by  a  bell,  and  clofe  the  hours  with  prayer. 

At  length  the  world,  renew'd  by  calm  repofe. 
Was  ftrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  morn  arofe ; 
Before  the  Pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept. 
Near  the  clos'd  cradle  where  an  infant  flept. 
And  writh'd  his  neck  :  the  Landlord's  little  pride, 
O  ftrange  return  !  grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and  dy'd. 
Horror  of  horrors  !  what !  his  only  fon  ! 
How  look'd  our  Hermit  when  the  faft  was  done ; 
Not  hell,  though  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part. 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  more  aflault  his  heart. 

Confus'd,  and  ftruck  with  filence  at  the  deed. 
He  flies,  but  trembling  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 
His  fteps  the  Youth  purfues ;  the  country  lay 
Perplex'd  with  roads,  a  fervant  fhovv'd  the"  way  : 
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A  river  crofs'd  the  path ;  the  paflage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find  ;  the  fervant  trod  before  ; 
Long  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fupply'd. 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
The  Youth,  who  feem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  Guide,  and  thruft  him  in; 
Plunging  he  falls,  and  rifing  lifts  his  head. 
Then  flafhing  turns,  and  finks  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  fparkling  rage  inflames  the  father's  eyes. 
He  burfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
Detefted  wretch  ! — But  fcarce  his  fpeech  began. 
When  the  ftrange  partner  feem'd  no  longer  man  : 
His  youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  fweet ; 
His  robe  turn'd  white,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  invell:  his  hair  ; 
Celellial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air ; 
And  wings,  whofe  colours  glittered  on  the  day. 
Wide  at  his  back  their  gradual  plumes  difplay. 
The  form  etherial  burft  upon  his  fight. 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefty  of  light. 

Though  loud  at  firft  the  Pilgrim's  paflion  grew. 
Sudden  he  gaz'd,  and  wift  not  what  to  do ; 
Surprize  in  fecret  chains  his  words  fufpends. 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends. 
But  filence  here  the  beauteous  Angel  broke 
(The  voice  of  mufic  ravifh'd  as  he  fpoke). 

Thy  prayer,  thy  praife,  thy  life  to  vice  unknown, 
In  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne  : 
Thefe  charms,  fuccefs  in  our  bright  region  find. 
And  force  an  An^el  down,  to  calm  thy  mind ; 
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For  this,  commlffion'd,  I  forfook  the  fky. 
Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel — Thy  fellow-fervant  I. 

Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine. 
And  let  thefe  fcruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  made. 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid  ; 
Its  facred  majefty  through  all  depends 
On  ufing  fecond  means  to  work  his  ends : 
'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  ftate  from  human  eye. 
The  Power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high. 
Your  aftions  ufes,  nor  controls  your  will. 
And  bids  the  doubting  fons  of  men  be  ftill. 

What  ftrange  events  can  ftrike  with  more  furprize. 
Than  thofe  which  lately  ftruck  thy  wondering  eyes  ? 
Yet,  taught  by  thefe,  confefs  th'  Almighty  juft. 
And  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  trufl ! 

The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  coftly  food, 
Whofe  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good ; 
Who  made  his  ivory  Hands  with  goblets  ftiine. 
And  forc'd  his  guells  to  morning  draughts  of  wine. 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cuftom  loft. 
And  ftill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  coft. 

The  mean,  fufpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  door 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wandering  poor  ; 
With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl. 
And  feels  compaffion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
Thus  artifts  melt  the  fullen  ore  of  lead. 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head ; 
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In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow. 
And  loofe  from  drofs  the  filver  runs  below. 

Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod. 
But  now  the  child  half-wean'd  his  heart  from  God ; 
(Child  of  his  age)   for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain. 
And  meafur'd  back  his  fteps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  excefTes  had  his  dotage  run  ? 
But  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  fon. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go, 
( And  't  was  my  miniftry  to  deal  the  blow) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  dufl. 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punifhment  was  juft. 

But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack. 
Had  that  falfe  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back ; 
This  night  his  treafur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  fteal. 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 
Thus  Heaven  inflrudls  thy  mind  :  this  trial  o'er. 
Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fm  no  more. 

On  founding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew. 
The  Sage  flood  wondering  as  the  Seraph  flew. 
Thus  look'd  Eliflia  when,  to  mount  on  high. 
His  mafter  took  the  chariot  of  the  fky  ; 
The  fiery  pomp  afcending  left  to  view  ; 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  vvifli'd  to  follow  too. 

The  bending  Hermit  here  a  prayer  begun. 
Lord !   as  in  heaven,  on  earth  thy  nvill  be  done: 
Then,  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient  place. 
And  pafs'd  a  Ufe  of  piety  and  peace. 
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srpwAS  when  the  night  in  filent  fable  fled. 

When  chearful  morning  fprung  with  rifing  red. 
When  dreams  and  vapours  leave  to  croud  the  brain. 
And  bell  the  vifion  draws  its  heavenly  fcene ; 
'T  was  then,  as  flumbering  on  my  couch  I  lay, 
A  fudden  fplendor  feem'd  to  kindle  day, 
A  breeze  came  breathing  in  a  fvveet  perfume. 
Blown  from  eternal  gardens,  fiU'd  the  room  j 
And  in  a  void  of  blue,  that  clouds  invert, 
Appear'd  a  daughter  of  the  realms  of  reft  ; 
Her  head  a  ring  of  golden  glory  wore. 
Her  honour 'd  hand  the  facred  volume  bore. 
Her  raiment  glittering  feem'd  a  filver  white. 
And  all  her  fvveet  companions  fons  of  light. 

Straight  as  I  gaz'd,  my  fear  and  wonder  grew. 
Fear  barr'd  my  voice,  and  wonder  fix'd  my  view ; 
When  lo  !  a  cherub  of  the  fhining  croud 
That  fail'd  as  guardian  in  her  azure  cloud, 
Fann'd  the  foft  air,  and  downwards  feem'd  to  glide,. 
And  to  my  lips  a  living  coal  apply'd. 
Then  while  the  warmth  o'er  all  my  pulfes  ran 
Diffufmg  comfort,  thus  the  maid  began  : 

*  This  and  the  following  poem  are  not  in  the  oftavo  editions 
of  Dr.  Parnell's  Poems  publi/hed  by  Mr.  Pope.  They  were  firft 
communicated  to  the  public  by  the  late  ingenious  Mr.  James  Ar- 
buckle,  and  publlfhsd  in  his  Hibernicus's  Letters,  No.  62. 
Goldsmith.— They  are  now  in  fome  degree  corrected,  from  the 
volume  of  "  Pofthumous  Poems."     N. 
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''  Where  glorious  manfions  are  prepar'd  above, 
"  The  feats  of  mufic,  and  the  feats  of  love, 
"  Thence  I  defcend,  and  Piety  my  name, 
**  To  warm  thy  bofom  with  celeftial  flame, 
"  To  teach  thee  praifes  mix'd  with  humble  prayers, 
"  And  tune  thy  foul  to  fing  feraphic  airs. 
"  Be  thou  my  Bard."     A  vial  here  fhe  caught 
(An  Angel's  hand  the  cryftal  vial  brought)  ; 
And  as  with  awful  found  the  word  was  faid. 
She  pour'd  a  facred  undlion  on  my  head  ; 
Then  thus  proceeded  :  "  Be  thy  Miife  thy  zeal, 
"  Dare  to  be  good,  and  all  my  joys  reveal. 
"  While  other  pencils  flattering  forms  create, 
*'  And  paint  the  gaudy  plumes  that  deck  the  great ; 
*'  While  other  pens  exalt  the  vain  delight, 
"  Whofe  wafteful  revel  wakes  the  depth  of  night; 
"  Or  others  foftly  fing  in  idle  lines 
"  How  Damon  courts,  or  Amaryllis  Ihines ; 
"  More  wifely  thou  feleft  a  theme  divine, 
"  Fame  is  their  recompence,  'tis  heaven  is  thine. 
*'  Defpife  the  raptures  of  difcorded  fire, 
"  Where  wine,  or  paflion,  or  applaufe  infpire 
**  Lov/  relHefs  life,  and  ravings  born  of  earth, 
"  Whofe  meaner  fubjefts  fpeak  their  humble  birth, 
"  Like  working  feas,  that,  when  loud  winters  blow, 
"  Not  made  for  rifing,  only  rage  below. 
*'  Mine  is  a  warm  and  yet  a  lambent  heat, 
"  More  lafling  ftill,  as  more  intenfely  great, 
"  Produc'd  where  prayer,  and  praife,  and  pleafure 
"  And  ever  mounting  whence  it  fhot  beneath,  [breathe. 
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"  Unpaint  the  love,  that,  hovering  over  beds, 

"  From  glittering  pinions  guilty  pleafure  fheds; 

*'  Reftore  the  colour  to  the  golden  mines 

"  With  which  behind  the  feather 'd  idol  fhines ; 

**  To  flowering  greens  give  back  their  native  care, 

"  The  rofe  and  lily,  never  his  to  wear ; 

"  To  fweet  Arabia  fend  the  balmy  breath  ; 

•'  Strip  the  fair  flefh,  and  call  the  phantom  Death : 

"  His  bow  be  fabled  o'er,  his  fhafts  the  fame, 

*'  And  fork  and  point  them  with  eternal  flame. 

"  But  urge  thy  powers,  tliine  utmoft  voice  advance, 
*'  Make  the  loud  firings  againft  thy  fingers  dance : 
**  'Tis  love  that  Angels  praife  and  men  adore, 
"  'Tis  love  divine  that  afks  it  all  and  more. 
"  Fling  back  the  gates  of  ever-blazing  day, 
**  Pour  floods  of  liquid  light  to  gild  the  way  ; 
*'  And  all  in  glory  wrapt,  through  paths  untrod, 
"  Purfue  the  great  unfeen  defcent  of  God. 
"  Hail  the  meek  Virgin,  bid  the  child  appear, 
"  The  child  is  God,  and  call  him  Jefus  here. 
"  He  comes,  but  where  to  reft?  A  manger's  nigh, 
"  Make  the  great  Being  in  a  manger  lie ; 
"  Fill  the  wide  iky  with  Angels  on  the  wing, 
"  Make  thoufands  gaze,  and  make  ten  thoufand  fmg ; 
*'  Let  men  afflift  him,  men  he  came  to  fave, 
"  And  ftill  afllift  him  till  he  reach  the  grave ; 
"  Make  him  refign'd,  his  loads  of  forrow  meet, 
"  And  me,  like  Mary,  weep  beneath  his  feet ; 
"  I'll  bathe  my  trefles  there,  my  prayers  rehearfe, 
"  And  glide  in  flames  of  love  along  my  verfe. 
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**  Ah  !  while  I  fpeak,  I  feel  my  bofom  fvvell, 
"  My  raptures  fmother  what  I  long  to  tell. 
"  'Tis  God  !  a  prefent  God !  through  cleaving  air 
**  I  fee  the  throne,  and  fee  the  Jefus  there 
"  Plac'd  on  the  right.    He  Ihews  the  wounds  he  bore 
"  (My  fervours  oft  have  won  him  thus  before)  ; 
*•  How  pleas'd  he  looks !  my  words  have  reach'dhis  ear; 
"  He  bids  the  gates  unbar  ;  and  calls  me  near." 

She  ceas'd.  The  cloud  on  which  (he  feem'd  to  tread 
Its  curls  unfolded,  and  around  her  fpread ; 
Bright  Angels  waft  their  wings  to  raife  the  cloud. 
And  fweep  their  ivory  lutes,  and  fing  aloud  ; 
The  fcene  moves  oif,  while  all  its  ambient  fky 
Is  turn'd  to  wondrous  mufic  as  they  fly  ; 
And  foft  the  fwelling  founds  of  mufic  grow. 
And  faint  their  foftnefs,  till  they  fail  below. 

My  downy  fleep  the  warmth  of  Phoebus  broke. 
And  while  my  thoughts  were  fettling,  thus  I  fpoke. 
Thou  beauteous  vifion !  on  the  foul  imprefs'd. 
When  moft  my  reafon  would  appear  to  reft, 
'T  was  fure  with  pencils,  dipt  in  various  lights 
Some  curious  Angel  limn'd  thy  facred  fights  ; 
From  blazing  funs  his  radiant  gold  he  drew. 
While  moons  the  filver  gave,  and  air  the  blue. 
I'll  mount  the  roving  winds  expanded  wing. 
And  feek  the  facred  hill,  and  light  to  fmg  ; 
('Tis  known  in  Jewry  well)  I'll  make  my  lays. 
Obedient  to  thy  fummons,  found  with  praife. 

But  ftiU  I  fear,  unwarm'd  with  holy  flame, 
1  take  for  truth  tke  flatteries  of  a  dream ; 
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And  barely  wifli  the  vvondi-ous  gift  I  boaii. 
And  faintly  praclife  what  deft:rves  it  moil. 

Indulgent  Lord  1  whofe  gracious  love  difplays 
Joy  in  the  light,  and  fills  the  dark  with  eafe ! 
Be  tills,  to  blefs  my  days,  no  dream  of  blifs ; 
Or  be,  to  blefs  the  nights,  my  dreams  like  this. 


BACCHUS, 


THE    DRUNKEN    METAMORPHOSIS, 

A  s  Bacchus,  ranging  at  his  leifure, 

(Jolly  Bacchus,  king  ofpleafure!) 
Charm'd  the  wide  world  with  drink  and  dances. 
And  all  his  thoufand  airy  fancies, 
Alas !  he  quite  forgot  the  while 
His  favourite  vines  in  Lelbos  ifle. 

The  god,  returning  ere  they  dy'd. 
Ah!  fee  my  jolly  fauns,  he  cry'd. 
The  leaves  but  hardly  born  are  red. 
And  the  bare  arms  for  pity  fpread  : 
The  bealls  aftbrd  a  rich  manure ; 
Fly,  my  boys,  to  bring  the  cure ; 
Up  the  mountains,  o'er  the  vales. 
Through  the  woods,  and  down  the  dales ; 
For  this,  if  full  the  duller  grow. 
Your  bowls  ihall  doubly  overflow. 

So  chear'd  with  more  officious  hade 
They  bring  the  dung  of  every  beaft  ; 
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The  loads  they  wheel,  the  roots  they  bare. 
They  lay  the  rich  manure  witli  care  ; 
While  oft  he  calls  to  labour  hard. 
And  names  as  oft  the  red  reward. 

The  plants  refrefh'd,  new  leaves  appear. 
The  thickening  clullers  load  the  year; 
The  feafon  fwiftly  purple  grew. 
The  grapes  hung  dangling  deep  with  blue. 

A  vineyard  ripe,  a  day  ferene 
Now  calls  them  all  to  work  again. 
The  fauns  through  every  furrow  ftioot 
To  load  their  fla/kets  with  the  fruit ; 
And  now  the  vintage  early  trod. 
The  wines  invite  the  jovial  God. 

Strow  the  rofes,  raife  the  fong. 
See  the  mafter  comes  along  ; 
Lufty  Revel  join'd  with  Laughter, 
Whim  and  Frolic  follow  after  : 
The  fauns  afide  the  vats  remain. 
To  fliow  the  work,  and  reap  the  gain. 
All  around,  and  all  around. 
They  fit  to  riot  on  the  ground ; 
A  vefTel  Hands  amidft  the  ring. 
And  here  they  laugh,  and  there  they  fmg  c 
Or  rife  a  jolly  jolly  band. 
And  dance  about  it  hand  in  hand ; 
Dance  about,  and  (hout  amain. 
Then  fit  to  laugh  and  fmg  again. 
Thus  they  drink,  and  thus  they  play 
The  fun  and  all  their  wits  away. 
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Bat,  as  an  ancient  autlior  fung. 
The  vine  manur'd  with  every  dung. 
From  every  creature  ftrangely  drew 
A  twang  of  brutal  nature  too ; 
'T  was  hence  in  drinking  on  the  lawns 
New  turns  of  humour  feiz'd  the  fauns. 

Here  one  was  crying  out.  By  Jove  ! 
Another,  Fight  me  in  the  grove ; 
This  wounds  a  friend,  and  that  the  trees  ; 
The  lion's  temper  reign'd  in  thefe. 

Another  grins,  and  leaps  about. 
And  keeps  a  merry  world  of  rout. 
And  talks  impertinently  free. 
And  twenty  talk  the  fame  as  he  : 
Chattering,  idle,  airy,  kind  : 
Thefe  take  the  monkeys  turn  of  mind. 

Here  one,  that  faw  the  Nymphs  which  flood 
To  peep  upon  them  from  the  wood. 
Skulks  off  to  try  if  any  maid 
Be  lagging  late  beneath  the  (hade ; 
While  loofe  difcourfe  another  raifes 
In  naked  Nature's  plaineft  phrafes. 
And  every  glafs  he  drinks  enjoys. 
With  change  of  nonfenfe,  luft,  and  noife  j 
Mad  and  carelefs,  hot  and  vain  : 
Such  as  thefe  the  goat  retain. 

Another  drinks  and  calls  it  up. 
And  drinks,  and  wants  another  cup  j 
Solemn,  filent,  and  fedate. 
Ever  long,  and  ever  late. 
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Full  of  meats,  and  full  of  wine  : 
This  takes  his  temper  from  the  fwine. 

Here  fome  who  hardly  feem  to  breathe. 
Drink,  and  hang  the  jaw  beneath. 
Gaping,  tender,  apt  to  weep  : 
Their  nature 's  alter'd  by  the  (beep. 

'Twas  thus  one  autumn  all  the  crew 
(If  what  the  Poets  fay  be  true) 
While  Bacchus  made  the  merry  feaft, 
Inclin'd  to  one  or  other  beaft  : 
And  fince,  'tis  faid,  for  many  a  mile 
He  fpread  the  vines  of  Lefbos  ille. 


THE    HORSE    AND    THE    OLIVE. 

"TTT I  T  H  moral  tale  let  ancient  Wifdom  move, 

Whilll  thus  I  fmg  to  make  the  moderns  wife  : 
Strong  Neptune  once  with  fage  Minerva  ftrove. 

And  rifing  Athens  was  the  victor's  prize. 
By  Neptune,  Plutus   (guardian  power  of  gain)  ; 

By  great  Minerva,  bright  Apollo  flood  : 
But  Jove  fuperior  bade  the  fide  obtain. 

Which  beft  contriv'd  to  do  the  nation  good. 
Then  Neptune  ftriking,  from  the  parted  ground  . 

The  warlike  Horfe  came  pawing  on  the  plain. 
And  as  it  toft  its  mane,  and  pranc'd  around. 

By  this,  he  cries,  I  '11  make  the  people  reign, 
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The  Goddefs,  fmiling,  gently  bow'd  her  fpear. 

And  rather  thus  they  Ihall  be  blefs'd,  Ihe  faid  % 
Then  upwards  fhooting  in  the  vernal  air. 

With  loaded  boughs  the  fruitful  Olive  fpread. 
Jove  faw  what  gift  the  rural  powers  defign'd ; 

And  took  th'  impartial  fcales,  refolv'd  to  flioWa 
If  greater  blifs  in  warlike  pomp  we  find. 

Or  in  the  calm  which  peaceful  times  beftow. 
On  Neptune's  part  he  plac'd  viftorious  days. 

Gay  trophies  won,  and  fame  extending  wide  ; 
But  plenty,  fafety,  fcience,  arts,  and  eafe, 

Minerva's  fcale  with  greater  weight  fupply'd. 

Fierce  War  devours  whom  gentle  Peace  would  fave ; 

Sweet  Peace  reftores  what  angry  War  deftroys ; 
War  made  for  Peace,  with  that  rewards  the  brave. 

While  Peace  its  pleafures  from  itfelf  enjoys. 
Hence  vanquifh'd  Neptune  to  the  fea  withdrew. 

Hence  wife  Minerva  rul'd  Athenian  lands ; 
Her  Athens  hence  in  arts  and  honours  grew. 

And  ftill  her  Olives  deck  pacific  hands. 
From  fables,  thus  difclos'd,  a  monarch's  mind 

May  form  juft  rules  to  chufe  the  truly  great. 
And  fubjeds  weary'd  with  diftreffes  find, 

Whofe  kind  endeavours  moft  befriend  the  ftate. 
Ev'n  Britain  here  may  learn  to  place  her  love. 

If  cities  won,  her  kingdom's  wealth  have  coft; 
If  Anna's  thoughts  the  patriot  fouls  approve, 

Whofe  cares  reilore  that  wealth  the  wars  had  loft. 
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But  if  we  afk,  the  moral  to  difclofe. 
Whom  her  beft  patronefs  Europa  calls. 

Great  Anna's  title  no  exception  knows. 
And  unapply'd  in  this  the  fable  falls. 

With  her  nor  Neptune  or  Minerva  vies  : 

Whene'er  fhe  pleas'd,  her  troops  to  conqueft  flewj 

Whene'er  Ihe  pleafes,  peaceful  times  arife  : 
She  gave  the  Horfe,  and  gives  the  Olive  too. 


DR.  DONNE'S  THIRD  SATIRE  VERSIFIED. 

/COMPASSION  checks  my  fpleen,  yet  fcorn  denies 
The  tears  a  paflage  through  my  fwelling  eyes  ; 
To  laugh  or  weep  at  fins,  might  idly  ftiow 
Unheedful  paffion,  or  unfruitful  woe. 
Satire !  arife,  and  try  thy  fharper  ways. 
If  ever  fatire  cur'd  an  old  difeafe. 
Is  not  Religion  (heaven-defcended  dame) 
As  worthy  all  our  foul's  devouteft  flame. 
As  moral  Virtue  in  her  early  fway. 
When  the  beft  Heathens  faw  by  doubtful  day  ? 
Are  not  the  joys,  the  promis'd  joys  above. 
As  great  and  ftrong  to  vanquifh  earthly  love. 
As  earthly  glory,  fame,  refpeft,  and  fliow. 
As  all  rewards  their  virtue  found  below  ? 
Alas !  Religion  proper  means  prepares, 
Thefe  means  are  ours,  and  muft  its  end  be  theirs? 
And  ftiall  thy  father's  fpirit  meet  the  fight 
Of  heathen  fages  doath'd  in  heavenly  lights 
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Whofe  merit  of  ftria  life,  feverely  fuited 
To  Reafon's  diftates,  may  be  faith  imputed, 
Whilft  thou,  to  whom  he  taught  the  nearer  road. 
Art  ever  banilh'd  from  the  blell  abode  ? 

Oh!  if  thy  temper  fuch  a  fear  can  find. 
This  fear  were  valour  of  the  nobleft  kind. 

Dar'ft  thou  provoke,  when  rebel  fouls  afpire. 
Thy  Maker's  vengeance,  and  thy  Monarch's  ire. 
Or  live  entomb'd  in  fhips,  thy  leader's  prey. 
Spoil  of  the  war,  the  famine,  or  the  fea  ; 
In  fearch  of  pearl,  in  depth  of  ocean  breathe. 
Or  live,  exil'd  the  fun,  in  mines  beneath. 
Or,  where  in  tempefts  icy  mountains  roll. 
Attempt  a  pafTage  by  the  northern  pole  ? 
Or  dar'ft  thou  parch  within  the  fires  of  Spain, 
Or  burn  beneath  the  line,  for  Indian  gain  ? 
Or  for  fome  idol  of  thy  fancy  draw 
Some  loofe-gown'd  dame ;  O  courage  made  of  flraw ! 
Thus,  defperate  coward,  would'fl  thou  bold  appear. 
Yet  when  thy  God  has  plac'd  thee  centry  here. 
To  thy  own  foes,  to  his,  ignoble  yield ; 
And  leave,  for  wars  forbid,  th'  appointed  field? 

Know  thy  own  foes ;  th'  apellate  angel;  he 
You  ftrive  to  pleafe,  the  foremoft  of  the  three  ; 
He  makes  the  pleafures  of  his  realm  the  bait. 
But  can  he  give  for  love  that  afts  in  hate  ? 
The  world 's  thy  fecond  love,  thy  fecond  foe. 
The  world,  whofe  beauties  perifli  as  they  blow. 
They  fly,  Ihe  fades  herfelf,  and  at  the  befl. 
You  grafp  a  wither' d  flrumpet  to  your  bread ; 
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The  flefh  is  next,  which  in  fruition  waftes. 
High  flufh'd  with  all  the  fenfual  joys  it  taftes. 
While  men  the  fair,  the  goodly  foul  deftroy. 
From  whence  the  flefh  has  power  to  tafte  a  joy. 
Seek  thou  Religion  primitively  found — 
Well,  gentle  friend,  but  where  may  ftie  be  found  ? 

By  faith  implicit  blind  Ignaro  led. 
Thinks  the  bright  feraph  from  his  country  fled. 
And  feeks  her  feat  at  Rome,  becaufe  we  know. 
She  there  was  feen  a  thoufand  years  ago ; 
And  loves  her  relick  rags,  as  men  obey 
The  foot-cloth  where  the  prince  fat  yefterday. 
Thefe  pageant  forms  are  whining  Obed's  fcom. 
Who  feeks  Religion  at  Geneva  born, 
A  fallen  thing,  whofe  coarfenefs  fuits  the  crowd : 
Though  young,  unhandfome;    though  unhandfome. 
Thus,  with  the  wanton,  fome  perverfely  judge  [proud; 
All  girls  unhealthy  but  the  country  drudge. 

No  foreign  fchemes  make  eafy  Cspio  roam. 
The  man  contented  takes  his  church  at  home. 
Nay,  fhould  fome  preachers,  fervile  bawds  of  gain. 
Should  fome  new  laws,  which  like  new  fafhions  reign. 
Command  his  faith  to  count  falvation  ty'd, 
To  vifit  his,  and  vifit  none  befide  ; 
He  grants  falvation  centres  in  his  own. 
And  grants  it  centres  but  in  his  alone  ; 
From  youth  to  age  he  grafps  the  proffer'd  dame. 
And  they  confer  his  faith,  who  give  his  name  ; 
So  from  the  guardian's  hands  the  wards,  who  live 
Enthrall'd  to  guardians,  take  the  wives  they  give. 
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From  all  profeffions  carelefs  Airy  flies. 
For  all  profeffions  can't  be  good,  he  cries ; 
And  here  a  fault,  and  there  another  views. 
And  lives  unfix'd  for  want  of  heart  to  chufe  ; 
So  men,  who  know  what  fome  loofe  girls  have  done. 
For  fear  of  marrying  fuch,  will  marry  none. 
The  charms  of  all  obfequious  Courtly  ftrike  ; 
On  each  he  dotes,  on  each  attends  alike ; 
And  thinks,  as  different  countries  deck  the  dame. 
The  drefles  altering,  and  the  fex  the  fame : 
So  fares  Religion,  chang'd  in  outward  Ihow, 
But  'tis  Religion  ftill  where'er  we  go  : 
This  blindnefs  fprings  from  an  excefs  of  light. 
And  men  embrace  the  wrong  to  chufe  the  right. 
But  thou  of  force  mull  one  Religion  own. 
And  only  one,  and  that  the  right  alone  ; 
To  find  that  right  one,  aik  thy  reverend  fire. 
Let  his  of  him,  and  him  of  his  enquire  ; 
Though  truth  and  falfehood  feem  as  twins  ally'd. 
There 's  elderfliip  on  Truth's  delightful  fide  ; 
Her  feek  with  heed— who  feeks  the  foundeft  firft. 
Is  not  of  no  Religion,  nor  the  worft. 
T'  adore,  or  fcorn  an  image,  or  proteft. 
May  all  be  bad ;  doubt  wifely  for  the  beft, 
'T  were  wrong  to  fleep,  or  headlong  run  aftray ; 
It  is  not  wandering,  to  inquire  the  way. 

On  a  large  mountain,  at  the  bafis  wide. 
Steep  to  the  top,  and  craggy  at  the  fide. 
Sits  facred  Truth  enthron'd  ;  and  he  who  means 
To  reach  the  fummit,  mounts  with  weary  pains. 
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Winds  round  and  round,  and  every  turn  eflays. 
Where  fudden  breaks  refift  the  fhorter  ways. 
Yet  labour  fo,  that  ere  faint  age  arrive. 
Thy  fearching  foul  poffefs  her  reft  alive  : 
To  work  by  twilight  were  to  work  too  late. 
And  age  is  twilight  to  the  night  of  fate. 
To  will  alone,  is  but  to  mean  delay. 
To  work  at  prefent,  is  the  ufe  of  day. 
For  man's  employ  much  thought  and  deed  remdna 
High  thoughts  the  foul,  hard  deeds  the  body  ftrain. 
And  myfteries  afk  believing,  which  to  view. 
Like  the  fair  fun,  are  plain,  but  dazzling  too. 

Be  Truth,  fo  found,  with  facred  heed  polTeft, 
Not  kings  have  power  to  tear  it  from  thy  breaft. 
By  no  blank  charters  harm  they  where  they  hate. 
Nor  are  they  vicars,  but  the  hands  of  fate. 
Ah !  fool  and  wretch,  who  lett'ft  thy  foul  be  ty'<J 
To  human  laws  !  or  muft  it  fo  be  try'd  ? 
Or  will  it  boot  thee,  at  the  lateft  day. 
When  Judgment  fits,  and  Juftice  afks  thy  plea. 
That  Philip  that,  or  Gregory  taught  thee  this. 
Or  John  or  Martin  ?   AU  may  teach  amlfs  : 
For  every  contrary  in  each  extreme 
This  holds  alike,  and  each  may  plead  the  fame. 

Wouldft  thou  to  power  a  proper  duty  ftiew  ? 
'Tis  thy  firft  talk  the  bounds  of  power  to  know; 
The  bounds  once  part,  it  holds  the  fame  no  more. 
Its  nature  alters,  which  it  own'd  before. 
Nor  were  fubmifTion  humblenefs  expreft. 
But  all  a  low  idolatry  at  beft. 
H  4 
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Power  from  above,  fubordinately  fpread. 
Streams  like  a  fountain  from  th'  eternal  head ; 
There,  calm  and  pure,  the  living  waters  flow. 
But  roars  a  torrent  or  a  flood  below. 
Each  flower  ordain'd  the  margins  to  adorn. 
Each  native  beauty,  from  its  roots  is  torn. 
And  left  on  deferts,  rocks  and  fands,  are  toft. 
All  the  long  travel,  and  in  ocean  loft. 
So  fares  the  foul,  which  more  that  power  reveres, 
Man  claims  from  God,  than  what  in  God  inheres. 


THE    GIFT    OF    POETRY. 

■p  R  0  M  realms  of  never-interrupted  peace. 

From  thy  fair  ftation  near  the  throne  of  Grace, 
From  choirs  of  angels,  joys  in  endlefs  round. 
And  endlefs  harmony's  enchanting  found, 
Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker's  praife  to  (hew. 
Bright  Gift  of  Verfe  defcend,  and  here  below 
My  ravifli'd  heart  with  rais'd  afFedlion  fill. 
And  warbling  o'er  the  foul  incline  my  will. 
Among  thy  pomp,  let  rich  expreflion  wait. 
Let  ranging  numbers  form  thy  train  compleat. 
While  at  thy  motions  over  all  the  flcy 
Sweet  founds,  and  echoes  fweet,  refounding  fly ; 
And  v/here  thy  feet  with  gliding  beauty  tread. 
Let  Fancy's  flowery  fpring  ereft  its  head. 

It  comes,  it  comes,  with  unaccuftom'd  light. 
The  trads  of  airy  thought  grow  wondrous  bright. 
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Its  notions  ancient  Memory  reviews. 
And  young  Invention  new  defigns  purfues. 
To  fome  attempt  my  will  and  wifhes  prefs. 
And  pleafure,  rais'd  in  hope,  forebodes  fuccefs. 
My  God,  from  whom  proceed  the  gifts  divine. 
My  God !   I  think  I  feel  tlie  gift  is  thine. 
Be  this  no  vain  illufion  which  I  find. 
Nor  nature's  impulfe  on  the  paflive  mind. 
But  reafon's  ad,  produc'd  by  good  defire. 
By  grace  enliven'd  with  Celeftial  Fire  ; 
While  bafe  conceits,  like  mifty  fons  of  night. 
Before  fuch  beams  of  glory  take  their  flight. 
And  frail  afFedlions,  born  of  earth,  decay. 
Like  weeds  that  wither  in  the  warmer  ray. 

I  thank  thee.  Father  1  with  a  grateful  mind : 
Man 's  undeferving,  and  thy  Mercy  kind. 
I  now  perceive,  I  long  to  fing  thy  praife, 
I  now  perceive,  I  long  to  find  my  lays 
The  fweet  incentives  of  another's  love. 
And  fure  fuch  longings  have  their  rife  above. 
My  refolution  ftands  confirm 'd  within. 
My  lines  afpiring  eagerly  begin  ; 
Begin,  my  lines,  to  fuch  a  fubjedl  due. 
That  aids  our  labours,  and  rewards  them  too ! 
Begin,  while  Canaan  opens  to  mine  eyes. 
Where  fouls  and  fongs,  divinely  form'd,  arife. 

As  one  whom  o'er  the  fweetly-vary'd  meads 
Intire  recefs  and  lonely  pleafure  leads. 
To  verdur'd  banks,  to  paths  a.iorn'd  with  flowers. 
To  fliady  trees,  to  clofely -waving  bowers. 
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To  bubbling  fountains,  and  alide  the  ftream 
That  foftly  gliding  fooths  a  waking  dream. 
Or  bears  the  thought  infpir'd  with  heat  along. 
And  with  fair  images  improves  a  fong  ; 
Through  facred  anthems,  fo  may  fancy  range. 
So  flill  from  beauty,  ftill  to  beauty  change. 
To  feel  delights  in  all  the  radiant  way. 
And,  with  fweet  numbers,  what  it  feels  repay. 
For  this  I  call  that  ancient  Time  appear. 
And  bring  his  rolls  to  ferve  in  method  here ; 
His  rolls  which  afts,  that  endlefs  honour  claim. 
Have  rank'd  in  order  for  the  voice  of  fame. 

My  call  is  favour'd :  Time  from  firft  to  laft 
Unwinds  his  years,  the  prefent  fees  the  paft  ; 
I  view  their  circles  as  he  turns  them  o'er. 
And  fix  my  footfteps  where  he  went  before. 

The  page  unfolding' would  a  top  difclofe. 
Where  founds  melodious  in  their  birth  arofe. 
Where  firft  the  Morning-ftars  together  fung. 
Where  firft  their  harps  the  Sons  of  Glory  ftrung, 
With  fhouts  of  joy  while  Hallelujahs  rife 
To  prove  the  chorus  of  eternal  fkies. 
Rich  fparkling  ftrokes  the  letters  doubly  gild. 
And  all's  with  love  and  admiration  fill'd. 

MOSES. 

TO  grace  thofe  lines,  which  next  appear  to  fight. 
The  pencil  ftione,  with  more  abated  light ; 
Yet  ftill  the  pencil  Ihone,  the  lines  were  fair. 
And  awful  Mofes  ftands  recorded  there ; 
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Let  his,  replete  with  flames  and  praife  divine. 
Let  his,  the  firft-remember'd  fong  be  mine. 
Then  rife  my  thought,  and  in  thy  prophet  find 
What  joy  fhould  warm  thee,  for  the  work  defign'd. 
To  that  great  aft,  which  rais'd  his  heart,  repair. 
And  find  a  portion  of  his  fpirit  there. 

A  Nation  helplefs  and  unarm'd  I  view. 
Whom  ftrong  revengeful  troops  of  war  purfue. 
Seas  ftop  their  flight,  their  camp  muft  prove  their  grave. 
Ah!  what  can  fave  them ?  God  alone  can  fave. 
God's  wondrous  voice  proclaims  his  high  command. 
He  bids  their  leader  wave  the  facred  wand. 
And  where  the  billows  flow'd,  they  flow  no  more, 
A  road  lies  naked,  and  they  march  it  o'er. 
Safe  may  the  fons  of  Jacob  travel  through. 
But  why  will  hard'ned  Egypt  yenture  too? 
Vain  in  thy  rage,  to  think  thofe  waters  flee 
And  rife  like  walls,  on  either  hand,  for  thee. 
The  night  comes  on,  the  feafon  for  furprize. 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael,  God  diredls  thine  eyes. 
A  fiery  cloud  I  fee  thine  angel  ride. 
His  chariot  is  thy  light,  and  he  thy  guide. 
The  day  comes  on,  and  half  thy  fuccours  fail. 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael,  God  will  ftill  prevail. 
I  fee  thine  angel  from  bef  ire  thee  go. 
To  make  the  wheels  of  venturous  Egypt  flow. 
His  rolling  cloud  imvraps  its  beams  of  light. 
And  wliat  fupply'd  thy  day,  prolongs  their  night. 
At  length  the  dangers  of  the  deep  are  run. 
The  further  brink  is  pail,  the  bank  is  won ; 
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The  leader  turns  to  view  the  foes  behind. 
Then  waves  his  folemn  wand  within  the  wind. 
Oh  Nation  freed  by  wonders,  ceafe  thy  fear. 
And  ftand,  and  fee  the  Lord's  Salvation  here. 

Ye  tempefts,  now,  from  every  corner  fly. 
And  wildly  rage  in  all  my  fancied  fky. 
Roll  on,  ye  waters,  as  they  roll'd  before. 
Ye  billows  of  my  fancied  ocean,  roar  ; 
Dafh  high,  ride  foaming,  mingle,  all  the  main, 
'Tis  done,  and  Pharaoh  can't  afflift  again. 
The  work,  the  wondrous  work  of  freedom 's  done, 
The  winds  abate,  the  clouds  reftore  the  fun. 
The  wreck  appears,  the  threatening  army  drown'd 
Floats  o'er  the  waves,  to  ftrew  the  fandy  ground. 
Then  place  thy  Mofes  near  the  calming  flood, 
Majeftically  mild,  ferenely  good  ; 
Let  meeknefs,  lovely  virtue,  gently  ftream 
Around  his  vifage,  like  a  lambent  flame  ; 
Let  grateful  fentiments,  let  fenfe  of  love. 
Let  holy  zeal,  within  his  bofom  move  ; 
And  while  his  people  gaze  the  watery  plain. 
And  fear's  laft  touches  like  to  doubts  remain ; 
While  bright  aftonifhment,  that  feems  to  raife 
A  queftioning  belief,  is  fond  to  praife  ; 
Be  thus  the  rapture  in  the  prophet's  breaft. 
Be  thus  the  thanks  for  freedom  gain'd  exprefs'd : 

I  '11  fmg  to  God,  I  '11  fing  the  fongs  of  praife. 
To  God,  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways. 
To  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel. 
Where  the  proud  horfe  and  prouder  rider  fell._ 
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The  Lord,  in  mercy  kind,  in  juftice  ftrong. 
Is  now  my  ftrength  ;  this  ftrength  be  now  my  fong. 
This  fure  falvation  fuch  he  proves  to  me. 
From  danger  refcued,  and  from  bondage  free ; 
The  Lord 's  my  God,  and  I  '11  prepare  his  feat. 
My  father's  God,  and  I  '11  proclaim  him  great ; 
Him  Lord  of  battles.  Him  renown'd  in  Name, 
Him  ever-faithful,  evermore  the  fame. 
His  gracious  aids  avenge  his  people's  thrall. 
They  make  the  pride  of  boafling  Pharaoh  fall. 
Within  the  feas  his  ftately  chariots  lie. 
Within  the  feas  his  chofen  captains  die. 
The  rolling  deeps  have  cover'd  o'er  the  foe. 
They  funk  like  ftones,  they  fwifdy  funk  below  : 
Thine  hand,  my  God  !  thine  hand  confefs'd  thy  care. 
Thine  hand  was  glorious  in  thy  power  there. 
It  broke  their  troops,  unequal  for  the  fight. 
In  all  the  greatnefs  of  excelling  might : 
Thy  wrath  fent  forward  o'er  the  raging  ftream. 
Swift,  fure,  and  fudden,  their  deftruftion  came. 
They  fell  as  ftubble  burns,  while  driving  flcies 
Provoke  and  whirl  a  flame,  and  ruin  flies. 

When  blafts,  difpatch'd  with  wonderful  intent, 
On  fovercign  orders  from  thy  noftrils  went. 
For  our  accounts,  the  waters  were  afraid, 
Perceiv'd  thy  Prefence,  and  together  fled  ; 
In  heaps  uprightly  plac'd,  they  learn  to  fl:and. 
Like  banks  of  cryflal,  by  the  paths  of  fand. 
Then,  fondly  flufli'd  with  hope,  and  fwell'd  with  pride* 
And  fill'd  with  rage,  the  foe  profanely  cry'd, 
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Secure  of  conqueft,  1  '11  purfue  their  way, 
I  '11  overtake  them,  I  '11  divide  the  prey. 
My  luft  I  '11  fatisfy,  mine  anger  cloy. 
My  fword  I  'U  brandifh,  and  their  name  deftroy. 
How  wildly  threats  their  anger,  hark !  above. 
New  blafts  of  wind  on  new  commiflion  move. 
To  loofe  the  fetters  that  confin'd  the  main. 
And  make  its  mighty  waters  rage  again. 
Then,  overwhelm'd  with  their  refiftlefs  fway. 
They  funk  like  lead,  they  funk  beneath  the  fea. 

Oh,  who 's  like  thee,  thou  dreaded  Lord  of  Hoft  ! 
Among  the  Gods,  whom  all  the  nations  boaft. 
Such  ads  of  wonder  and  of  flrength  difplays  ? 
Oh  great.  Oh  glorious  in  thine  holy  ways  ! 
Deferving  praife,  and  that  thy  praife  appear 
In  figns  of  reverence,  and  fenfe  of  fear. 
With  juftice  arm'd,  thou  flretchedfl  out  thine  hand. 
And  earth  between  its  gaping  jaws  of  land 
Receiv'd  its  waters  of  the  parted  main. 
And  fwallow'd  up  the  dark  Egyptian  train. 
With  mercy  rifmg  on  the  weaker  fide, 
Thyfelf  became  the  refcued  people's  guide  ! 
And  in  thy  ftrength  they  pall  th'  amazing  road 
To  reach  thine  Holy  Mount,  thy  blefs'd  abode. 

What  thou  haft  done  the  neighbouring  realms  fhall 
And  feel  the  ftrange  report  excite  their  fear,     [hear. 
What  thou  haft  done  Ihall  Edom's  Duke  amaze. 
And  make  defpair  on  Paleftina  feize ; 
Shall  make  the  warlike  fons  of  Moab  fhake. 
And  all  the  melting  hearts  of  Canaan  weak. 
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In  heavy  damps,  difFus'd  on  every  breaft. 

Shall  cold  diftruft  and  hopelefs  terror  reft. 

The  matchlefs  Greatnefs,  which  thine  hand  has  fhewn. 

Shall  keep  their  kingdoms  as  unmov'd  as  ftone. 

While  Jordan  flops  above,  and  fails  below. 

And  all  thy  flock  acrofs  the  channel  go. 

Thus  on  thy  Mercy's  filver-lhining  wing. 

Through  feas  and  ftreams  thou  wilt  the  nation  brings 

And  as  the  rooted  trees  fecurely  ftand. 

So  firmly  plant  it  in  the  promis'd  land  ; 

Where  for  thyfelf  thou  wilt  a  place  prepare. 

And  after-ages  will  thine  altar  rear. 

There  reign  vidlorious  in  thy  facred  feat. 

Oh,  Lord !  for  ever  and  for  ever  great. 

Look  where  the  tyrant  was  but  lately  feen. 
The  feas  gave  backward,  and  he  ventured  in : 
In  yonder  gulph  with  haughty  pomp  he  ftiew'd. 
Here  march'd  his  horfemen,  there  his  chariots  rode. 
And  when  our  God  reftor'd  the  floods  again. 
Ah,  vainly  ftrong  !  they  perifli'd  in  the  main; 
But  Ifrael  went  a  dry  furprizing  way. 
Made  fafe  by  miracles,  amidft  the  fea. 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  though  not  the  Prophet's  joVi 
Which  others  hands  and  others  tongues  employ  ; 
For  ftill  the  lays,  with  warmth  divine  expreft, 
Inflam'd  his  hearers  to  their  inmoft  breaft. 
Then  Miriam's  notes  the  chorus  fweetly  raife. 
And  Miriam's  timbrel  gives  new  life  to  praife^ 
The  moving  founds,  like  foft  delicious  wind. 
That  breath'd  from  paradife,  a  palTage  find. 
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Shed  fympathies  for  odours  as  they  rove. 
And  fan  the  rifings  of  enkindled  love. 

O'er  all  the  crowd  the  thought  infpirlng  flew. 
The  women  follow'd,  with  their  timbrels  too. 
And  thus  from  Mofes,  where  his  ftrains  arofe. 
They  catch'd  a  rapture,  to  perform  the  clofe. 

We  'II  fmg  to  God,  we  'II  fmg  the  fongs  of  praife/ 
To  God  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways. 
To  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel. 
Where  the  proud  horfe  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

Thus  Ifrael,  raptur'd  with  the  pleafing  thought. 
Of  freedom  wifh'd,  and  wonderfully  got. 
Made  chearful  thanks  from  every  bank  refound, 
Exprefs'd  by  fongs,  improv'd  in  joy  by  found. 
Oh,  facred  Mofes,  each  infufing  line. 
That  mov'd  their  gratitude,  was  part  of  thine  ; 
And  ftill  the  Chriftians  in  thy  numbers  view. 
The  type  of  Baptifm,  and  of  Heaven  too. 
So  fouls  from  water  rife  to  grace  below. 
So  faints  from  toil  to  praife  and  glory  go. 

Oh,  grateful  Miriam,  in  thy  temper  wrought. 
Too  warm  for  filence,  or  inventing  thought ; 
Thy  part  of  anthem  was  to  warble  o'er. 
In  fweet  refponfe  what  Mofes  fung  before. 
Thou  ledft  the  public  voice  to  join  his  lays. 
And  words  redoubling,  well-redoubled  praife. 
Receive  thy  title,  prophetefs  was  thine. 
When  here  thy  pradice  fhew'd  thy  form  divine. 
The  fpirit  thus  approv'd,  refign'd  in  will. 
The  church  bows  down,  and  hears  refponfes  ftill. 
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Nor  flightly  fufFer  tuneful  Jubal's  name 
To  mifs  his  place  among  the  fons  of  fame ; 
Whofe  fvveet  infufions  could  of  old  infpire 
The  breathing  organs,  and  the  trembling  lyre. 
Father  of  thefe  on  earth,  whofe  gentle  foul. 
By  fuch  engagements,  could  the  mind  control. 
If  holy  verfes  aught  to  mufic  owe. 
Be  that  thy  large  account  of  thanks  below  : 
Whillt,  then,  the  timbrels  lively  pleafure  gave. 
And,  now,  whilfl:  organs  found  fedately  grave. 

My  firft  attempt  the  finilh'd  courfe  commends. 
Now,  Fancy,  flag  not,  as  that  fubjeft  ends. 
But,  charm'd  with  beauties  which  attend  thy  v/ay, 
Afcend  harmonious  in  the  next  effay. 
So  flies  the  lark,  and  learn  from  her  to  fly ; 
She  mounts,  ftie  warbles  on  the  wind  on  high. 
She  falls  from  thence,  and  feems  to  drop  her  wing. 
But,  ere  flae  lights  to  reft,  remounts  to  fing. 

It  is  not  far  the  days  have  roU'd  their  years 
Before  the  fecond  brighten'd  work  appears. 
It  is  not  far,  alas  !   the  faulty  caufe. 
Which,  from  the  Prophet,  fad  refleilion  draws ; 
Alas !  that  blefiings  in  pofl^eflion  cloy, 
x'\nd  peevifli  murmurs  are  preferr'd  to  joy ; 
That  favour'd  Ifrael  could  be  faithlefs  ftill. 
Or  quelHon  God's  protefting  power  or  will. 
Or  dread  devoted  Canaan's  warlike  men. 
And  long  for  Egypt  and  their  bonds  again. 
Scarce  thrice  the  Sun  fince  harden'd  Pharaoh  dy'd. 
As  bridegrooms  ifl'ue  forth  with  glittering  pride, 
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Rejoicing  rofe,  and  let  the  nation  fee 
Three  fhining  days  of  eafy  liberty. 
Ere  the  mean  fears  of  want,  prodac'd  within. 
Vain  thought,  replenifh'd,  with  rebellious  fin. 

Oh  look  not,  Ifrael,  to  thy  former  way ; 
God  cannot  fail ;  and  either  wait  or  pray. 
Within  the  borders  of  thy  promis'd  lands. 
Lot's  haplefs  wife  a  ftrange  example  ftands. 
She  turn'd  her  eyes,  and  felt  her  change  begin. 
And  wrath  as  fierce  may  meet  refembling  fm. 
Then  forward  move  thy  camp,  and  forward  ftill. 
And  let  Aveet  mercy  bend  thy  ftubborn  will. 

At  thy  complaint,  a  branch  in  Marah  caft. 
With  fweetening  virtue  mends  the  water's  tafle. 
At  thy  complaint,  the  labouring  tempeft  fails. 
And  drives  before  a  wondrous  fhower  of  quails. 
In  tender  grafs  the  falling  manna  lies. 
And  Heaven  itfelf  the  want  of  bread  fupplies. 
The  rock  divided,  flows  upon  the  plain 
At  thy  complaint,  and  dill  thou  wilt  complain. 
As,  thus  employ'd,  thou  went  the  Defart  through, 
Lo !   Sinai  mount  uprear'd  its  head  to  view. 
Thine  eyes  perceiv'd  the  darkly-rolling  cloud. 
Thine  ears  the  trumpet  Ihrill,  the  thunder  loud. 
The  forky  lightning  fhot  in  livid  gleam. 
The  fmoak  arofe,  the  mountain  all  a  flame 
Quak'd  to  the  Depths,  and  work'd  with  figns  of  awe. 
While  God  defcended  to  difpenfe  the  law. 
Yet  neither  mercy,  manifeft  in  might. 
Nor  power  in  terrors  could  preferve  thee  right. 
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Provok'd  with  crimes  of  fuch  an  heinous  kind. 
Almighty  juftice  fware  the  doom  defign'd. 
That  they  fhould  never  reach  the  promis'd  feat. 
And  Mofes  greatly  mourns  their  haflen'd  fate. 

I  '11  think  him  now  retir'd  to  public  care. 
While  night  in  pitchy  plumes  Aides  foft  in  air, 
I  '11  think  him  giving  what  the  guilty  fleep. 
To  thoughts  where  forrow  glides,  and  numbers  weep. 
Sad  thoughts  of  woes  that  reign  where  fuch  prevail. 
And  man's  Ihort  life,  though  not  fo  fhort  as  frail. 
Within  this  circle  for  his  inv/ard  eyes. 
He  bids  the  fading  low  creation  rife. 
And  ftrait  the  train  of  mimic  fenfes  brings 
The  dufky  fhapes  of  tranfitory  things. 
Through  penfive  fhades,  the  vifions  feem  to  range. 
They  feem  to  flourilh,  and  they  feem  to  change ; 
A  moon  decreafmg  runs  the  filent  fky. 
And  fickly  birds  on  moulting  feathers  fly ; 
Men  walking  count  their  days  of  blefling  o'er. 
The  blefhngs  vanifh,  and  the  tale's  no  more. 
Still  hours  of  nightly  watches  Ileal  away. 
Big  waters  roll,  green  blades  of  grafs  decay. 
Then  all  the  penfive  (hades,  by  juft  degrees. 
Grow  faint  in  profpeft,  and  go  off  with  thefe  : 
But  while  th'  afFedling  notions  pafs  along. 
He  chufes  fuch  as  beft  adorn  his  fong  ; 
And  thus  with  God  the  rifmg  lays  began, 
God  ever  reigning,  God  compar'd  with  man  : 
And  thus  they  move  to  man  beneath  his  rod, 
Man  deeply  fmning,  man  challis'd  by  God. 
I  2 
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Oh  Lord !  Oh  Saviour !  though  thy  chofen  band 
Have  ftay'd  like  ftrangers,  in  a  foreign  land. 
Through  number 'd  ages,  which  have  run  their  race. 
Still  has  thy  mercy  been  our  dwelling-place. 
Before  the  moft  exalted  dull  of  earth. 
The  ftately  mountains  had  receiv'd  a  birth. 
Before  the  pillars  of  the  world  were  laid. 
Before  the  habitable  parts  were  made  ; 
Thou  wert  their  God,  from  thee  their  rife  they  drew. 
Thou  great  for  ages,  great  for  ever  too. 

Man  (mortal  creature)   fram'd  to  feel  decays. 
Thine  unrelifted  power  at  pleafure  fways  ; 
Thou  fay'ft  return,  and  parting  fouls  obey. 
Thou  fay'ft  return,  and  bodies  fall  to  clay. 
For  what's  a  thoufand  fleeting  years  with  thee? 
Or  time,  compar'd  with  long  eternity, 
Whofe  wings  expanding  infinitely  vaft 
O'erflretch  its  utmoll  ends  of  firft  and  laft; 
'Tis  like  thofe  hours  that  lately  faw  the  fun ; 
He  rofe,  and  fet,  and  all  the  day  was  done : 
Or  like  the  watches  which  dread  night  divide. 
And  while  we  flumber  unregarded  glide. 
When  all  the  prefent  feems  a  thing  of  nought. 
And  pall  and  future  clofe  to  waking  thought. 
As  raging  floods,  when  rivers  fwell  with  rain. 
Bear  down  the  groves,  and  overflow  the  plain. 
So  fwlft  and  ilrong  thy  wondrous  might  appears. 
So  life  is  carried  down  the  rolling  years. 
As  heavy  fleep  purfues  the  day's  retreat. 
With  dark,  v/ith  filent,  and  unadtive  Hate, 
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So  life's  attended-on  by  certain  doom. 

And  death 's  their  reft  ;  their  refting-place,  a  tomb. 

It  quickly  rifes,  and  it  quickly  goes. 

And  youth  its  morning,  age  its  evening  iTiews. 

Thus  tender  blades  of  grafs,  when  beams  diffufe. 

Rife  from  the  preflure  of  their  early  dews. 

Point  tow'rds  the  fkies  their  elevated  fpires. 

And  proudly  flourifh  in  their  green  attires. 

But  foon   (ah  fading  ftate  of  things  below!) 

The  fcythe  deftrudlive  mows  the  lovely  fhew. 

The  rifmg  fun  thus  faw  their  glories  high ; 

That  fun  defcended,  fees  their  glories  die. 

We  ftill  with  more  than  common  hafte  of  fate 
Are  doom'd  to  perifh,  in  thy  kindled  hate. 
Our  public  fins  for  public  juftice  call. 
And  ftand  like  marks,  on  which  thy  judgments  fall ; 
Our  fecret  fms,  that  folly  thought  conceal'd. 
Are  in  thy  light  for  punifhment  reveal 'd. 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  wrath  divine 
Our  days  unmix'd  with  happinefs  decline. 
Like  empty  ftories,  tedious,  fhort,  and  vain. 
And  never,  never  more  recall'd  again. 
Yet  what  were  life,  if  to  the  longeft  date. 
Which  we  have  nam'd  a  life,  we  backen'd  fate, 
Alas,  its  moft  computed  length  appears. 
To  reach  the  limits  but  of  feventy  years. 
And  if  by  flrength  to  fourfcore  years  we  go. 
That  ftrength  is  labour,  and  that  labour  woe. 
Then  will  thy  term  expire,  and  thou  muft  fly. 
Oh  man  !  oh  creature  furely  born  to  die  ! 
*  3 


rr8  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 

But  who  regards  a  truth  fo  throughly  known  ? 
Who  dreads  a  wrath  fo  manifeflly  fhewn  ? 
Who  feems  to  fear  it,  though  the  danger  vies 
With  any  pitch  to  which  our  fear  can  rife : 
O  teach  us  fo  to  number  all  our  days. 
That  thefe  refleftions  may  correcl  our  ways. 
That  thefe  may  lead  us  from  delu fu'e  dreams 
To  walk  in  heavenly  wifdom's  golden  beams. 

Return,  oh  Lord :  how  long  fhall  Ifrael  fm  ■ 
How  long  thine  anger  be  preferv'd  within? 
Before  our  time's  irrevocably  paft. 
Be  kind,  be  gracious,  and  return  at  laft. 
Let  favour  fcon  difpens'd  our  fouls  employ. 
And  fiill  remember'd  favour  live  in  joy. 
Send  years  of  comforts  for  our  years  of  woes. 
Send  thefe  at  leaft  of  equal  length  with  thofe. 
Shine  on  thy  flock,  and  on  their  offspring  fliine. 
With  tender  mercy   (fweeteft  aft  divine)  j 
Bright  rays  of  majefty  ferenely  fhed 
To  reft  in  glories  on  the  nation's  head. 
Our  future  deeds  with  approbation  blefs. 
And  in  the  giving  them  give  us  fuccefs. 

Thus  with  forgivenefs  earneftly  defir'd. 
Thus  in  the  raptures  of  a  blifs  requir'd. 
The  man  of  God  concludes  his  facred  ftrain. 
Now  fit  and  fee  the  fubjeft  once  again  ; 
See  ghaftly  deatli,  where  defarts  all  around 
Spread  forth  the  barren  undelightful  ground  : 
There  ftalks  the  filent  melancholy  fhade. 
His  naked  bones  reclining  on  a  fpade  ; 
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And  thrice  the  fpade  with  folemn  fadnefs  heaves. 
And  thrice  earth  opens  in  the  form  of  graves. 
His  gates  of  darknefs  gape,  to  take  him  in ; 
And  where  he  foon  would  fink,  he 's  pufh'd  by  fm. 

Poor  mortals !  here,  your  common  picture  know. 
And  with  yourfelves  in  this  acquainted  grow. 
Through  life,  with  airy,  thoughtlefs  pride  you  range. 
And  vainly  glitter  in  the  fphere  of  change, 
A  fphere  where  all  things  but  for  time  remain. 
Where  no  fix'd  ftars  with  endlefs  glory  reign. 
But  meteors  only,  Ihort-liv'd  meteors  rife. 
To  Ihine,  ihoot  down,  and  die  beneath  the  fkies. 

There  is  an  hour,  ah  !  who  that  hour  attends  ? 
When  man,  the  gilded  vanity,  defcends ; 
When  foreign  force,  or  wafte  of  inward  heat, 
Conflrain  the  foul  to  leave  its  ancient  feat ; 
When  banifh'd  beauty  from  her  empire  flies. 
And  with  a  languiih  leaves  the  fparkling  eyes ; 
When  foftening  mufic  and  perfuafion  fail. 
And  all  the  charms  that  in  the  tongue  prevail ; 
When  fpirits  flop  their  courfe,  when  nerves  unbrace. 
And  outward  aftion  and  perception  ceafe  ; 
'T  is  then  the  poor  deform'd  remains  {hall  be 
That  naked  fkeleton  we  feem'd  to  fee. 

Make  this  thy  mirror,  if  thou  would'ft  have  blifs. 
No  flattering  image  fliews  itfelf  in  this  ; 
But  fuch  as  lays  the  lofty  looks  of  pride. 
And  makes  cool  thought  in  humble  channel  glide  ; 
But  fuch  as  clears  the  cheats  of  error's  den. 
Whence  magic  milb  furround  the  fouls  of  men  ; 
,1  4 
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Whence  felf-delufion's  trains  adorn  their  flight. 

As  fnow's  fair  feathers  fleet  to  darken  flght ; 

Then  reft,  and  in  the  work  of  fancy  fpread. 

To  gay-wav'd  plumes  for  every  mortal's  head. 

Thefe  empty  forms,  when  death  appears,  difperfe. 

Or  melt  in  tears,  upon  its  motirnful  hearfe  ; 

The  fad  refledion  forces  men  to  know,  ' 

Life  furely  fails  and  fwiftly  flies  below. 

Oh,  left  thy  folly  lofe  the  profit  fought. 

Oh  never  touch  it  with  a  glancing  thought. 

As  men  to  glafl'es  come,  and  ftraight  withdraw. 

And  ftraight  forget  what  fort  of  face  they  faw : 

But  fix,  intently  fix,  thine  inward  eyes. 

And  in  the  ftrength  of  this  great  truth  be  wife. 

If  on  the  globe's  dim  fide  our  fenfes  ftray. 

Not  us'd  to  perfeft  light,  we  think  it  day  : 

Death  feems  long  fleep  ;  and  hopes  of  heavenly  beams. 

Deceitful  wifties,  big  with  diftant  dreams ; 

But  if  our  reafon  purge  the  carnal  fight. 

And  place  its  objefts  in  their  jufter  light. 

We  change  the  fide,  from  dreams  on  earth  we  move. 

And  wake  through  death,  to  rifing  life  above. 

Here  o'er  my  foul  a  folemn  filence  reigns. 
Preparing  thought  for  new  celeftial  ftrains. 
The  former  vanifli  off,  the  new  begin. 
The  folemn  filence  ftands  like  night  between. 
In  whofe  dark  bofom  day  departing  lies. 
And  day  fjcceeding  takes  a  lovely  rife. 
But  though  the  fong  be  chang'd,  be  ftill  the  flame. 
And  ftill  the  prophet,  in  my  lines  the  fame  ; 


With  care  renew 'd,  upon  the  children  dwell, 
Whofe  finful  fathers  in  the  defart  fell. 
With  care  renew'd,  if  any  care  can  do. 
Ah  !  left  they  fin,  and  left  they  perifti  too. 

Go  feek  for  Mofes  at  yon  facred  tent. 
On  which  the  Prefence  makes  a  bright  defcent. 
Behold  the  cloud,  with  radiant  glory  fair. 
Like  a  wreath'd  pillar,  curl  itfelf  in  air  ! 
Behold  it  hovering  juft  above  the  door. 
And  Mofes  meekly  kneeling  on  the  floor. 
But  if  the  gazing  turn  thy  edge  of  fight. 
And  darknefs  fpring  from  unfupported  light. 
Then  change  the  fenfe,  be  fight  in  hearing  drown'd. 
While  thefe  ftrange  accents  from  the  vifion  found : 

The  time,  my  fervant,  is  approaching  nigh. 
When  thou  ftialt  gather'd  v/ith  thy  fathers  lie. 
And  fooii  thy  nation,  quite  forgetful  grown 
Of  all  the  glories  which  mine  arm  has  (hewn. 
Shall  through  my  covenant  perverfely  break, 
Defpife  my  worlhip,  and  my  name  forfake. 
By  cuftoms  conquer'd,  where  to  rule  they  go. 
And  fervlng  gods  that  can't  proteft  their  foe. 
Difpleas'd  at  this,  I  '11  turn  my  face  afide 
Till  Iharp  Affliftion's  rod  reduce  their  pride  ; 
Till,  brought  to  better  mind,  they  feek  relief. 
By  good  confeffions  in  the  mid  ft  of  grief. 
Then  write,  thy  fong,  to  ftand  a  witnefs  ftill 
Of  favours  paft,  and  of  my  future  will. 
For  I  their  vain  conceits  before  difcern. 
Then  write  thy  fong  which  Ifrael's  fons  ihall  learn. 
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As  thus  the  wondrous  voice  its  charge  repeats. 
The  Prophet  mufing  deep  within  repeats. 
He  feems  to  feel  it  on  a  ftreaming  ray. 
Pierce  through  the  foul  enlightening  all  its  way. 
And  much  obedient  will,  and  free  defire. 
And  much  his  love  of  Jacob's  feed  infpire; 
And  much.  Oh  !   much  above  the  warmth  of  thofe. 
The  facred  fpirit  in  his  bofom  glows, 
Majeftic  Notion  feems  decrees  to  nod. 
And  holy  Tranfport  fpeaks  the  words  of  God. 

He  now  returns,  the  finifh'd  roll  he  brings, 
Enrich'd  with  ftrains  of  paft  and  future  things ; 
The  priefts  in  order  to  the  tent  repair. 
The  gather'd  Tribes  attend  the  elders  there  : 
Oh  !  facred  Mercy's  inexhaufted  ftore  ! 
Shall  thefe  have  warning  of  their  faults  before. 
Shall  thefe  be  told  the  recompenfes  due. 
Shall  heaven  and  earth  be  call'd  to  witnefs  too  ! 
Then  Hill  the  tumult,  if  it  will  be  fo. 
Let  fear,  to  lofe  a  v.'ord,  its  caution  fhew ; 
Let  clofe  attention  in  dead  calm  appear. 
And  fofty,  foftly  Ileal  with  filence  near ; 
While  Mofes,  rais'd  above  the  liftening  throng, 
Pronounces  thus  in  all  their  ears  the  Song  : 

Hear,  Oh  ye  heavens.  Creation's  lofty  fliow. 
Hear,  Oh  thou  heaven-encompafs'd  earth  below. 
As  filver  fhowers  of  gently  dropping  rain. 
As  honey  dews  diitilling  on  the  plain. 
As  rain,  as  dews,  for  tender  grafs  defign'd. 
So  Ihall  my  fpeeches  fmk  within  the  mind. 


So  fweetly  turn  the  foul's  enlivening  food. 
So  fill  and  cherilh  hopeful  feeds  of  good. 
For  now  my  numbers  to  the  world  abroad 
Will  loudly  celebrate  the  name  of  God. 

Afcribe,  thou  nation,  every  favour'd  tribe. 
Excelling  greatnefs  to  the  Lord  afcribe. 
The  Lord  I  the  rock  on  whom  we  fafely  truft, 
Whofe  work  is  per  fed,  and  whofe  ways  are  juft  ; 
The  Lord  !  whofe  promife  ftands  for  ever  true  ; 
The  Lord  !  moft  righteous,  and  moft  holy  too. 

Ah,  worfe  eleflion  !   Ah,  the  bonds  of  fm  ! 
They  chufe  themfelves,  to  take  corruption  in. 
They  ftain  their  fouls  with  Vice's  deepeft  blots. 
When  only  frailties  are  his  children's  fpots. 
Their  thoughts,  words,  aftions,  all  are  run  aftray. 
And  none  more  crooked,  more  perverfe,  than  they. 

Say,  rebel  nation,  and  unwifely  light. 
Say,  will  thy  folly  thus  the  Lord  requite  ? 
Or  is  he  not  the  God  who  made  thee  free, 
Whofe  mercy  purchas'd  and  eftablilh'd  thee  ? 
Remember  well  the  wondrous  days  of  old. 
The  years  of  ages  long  before  thee  told, 
Afk  all  thy  fathers,  who  the  truth  will  fhow. 
Or  afk  thine  elders,  for  thine  elders  know. 

When  the  Moft  High  with  fceptre  pointed  down, 
Defcrib'd  the  Realms  of  each  beginning  crown. 
When  Adam's  offspring  providential  care. 
To  people  countries,  fcatter'd  here  and  there  ; 
He  to  the  limits  of  their  lands  confin'd. 
That  favour'd  Ifrael  has  its  part  affign'd, 
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For  Ifrael  is  the  Lord's,  and  gains  the  place 
Referv'd  for  thofe,  whom  he  would  chufe  to  grace. 

Him  in  the  defert,  him  his  mercy  found. 
Where  famine  dwells  and  howling  deafs  the  ground. 
Where  dread  is  felt  by  favage  noife  increaft. 
Where  folitude  ere<5ls  its  feat  on  wafte  : 
And  there  he  led  him,  and  he  taught  him  there. 
And  fafely  kept  him  with  a  watchful  care  ; 
The  tender  apples  of  our  heedful  eye. 
Not  more  in  guard,  nor  more  fecurely  lye. 

And  as  an  eagle,  that  attempts  to  bring 
Her  unexperienc'd  young  to  truft  the  wing, 
Stirs  up  her  neft,  and  flutters  o'er  their  heads. 
And  all  the  forces  of  her  pinions  fpreads. 
And  takes  and  bears  them  on  her  plumes  above. 
To  give  peculiar  proof  of  royal  love  ; 
'T  was  fo  the  Lord,  the  gracious  Lord  alone. 
With  kindnefs  moft  peculiar,  led  his  own  ; 
As  no  flrange  God  concurr'd  to  make  him  free. 
So  none  had  power  to  lead  him  through  but  he. 
To  lands  excelling  lands  and  planted  high. 
That  boafts  the  kindeft  influencing  fky. 
He  brought,  he  bore  him,  on  the  wings  of  Grace, 
To  tafte  the  plenties  of  the  ground's  increafe ; 
Sweet  dropping  honey  from  the  rocky  foil. 
From  flinty  rocks  the  fmoothly  flowing  oil. 
The  gilded  butter  from  the  fl:ately  kine. 
The  milk  with  which  the  duggs  of  ftieep  decline. 
The  marrow  fatnefs  of  the  tender  lambs. 
The  bulky  breed  of  Bafan's  goats  and  rams ; 
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The  finefl  flowery  wheat  that  crowns  the  plain 
Diftends  its  hulk,  and  loads  the  blade  with  grain. 
And  ftill  he  drank  from  ripe  delicious  heaps 
Of  clufters  prefs'd,  the  pureft  blood  of  grapes. 
But  thou  art  v/anton,  fat,  and  kickell  now. 
Oh,  well  direcled.  Oh,  Jelhuron  thou  : 
Thou  foon  wert  fat,  thy  fides  were  thickly  grown. 
Thy  fatnefs  deeply  cover'd  every  bone  ; 
Then  wanton  fulnefs  vain  Oblivion  brought. 
And  God,  that  made  and  fav'd  thee,  was  forgot; 
While  gods  of  foreign  lands,  and  rites  abhor'd. 
To  jealoufies  and  anger  mov'd  the  Lord  ; 
While  gods  thy  fathers  never  knew  were  own'd. 
And  fiends  themfelves  with  facrifice  aton'd. 
Oh  !  fools,  unmindful  whence  your  order'd  frame. 
And  whence  your  life-infufing  fpirit  came  ; 
Such  ftrange  corruptions  could  his  hate  provoke. 
And  thus  their  fate  his  indignation  fpoke  : 

It  is  decreed,  I  '11  hide  my  face,  and  fee. 
When  I  forfake  them,  what  their  end  fhall  be  ; 
For  they're  a  froward,  very  froward  train. 
They  promife  duty,  but  return  difdain. 
Within  my  foul  they  've  rais'd  a  jealous  flame. 
By  new-nam'd  gods,  and  only  gods  in  name  ; 
They  make  the  burnings  of  my  anger  glow. 
By  guilty  vanity's  difpleafing  fliow ; 
I  '11  alfo  teach  their  jealoufy  to  fret. 
At  fuch  as  are  not  form'd  a  people  yet, 
I'll  make  their  anger  vex  their  inward  breaft, 
When  fuch  as  have  not  known  my  laws  are  bleil. 
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A  fire,  a  fire  that  nothing  can  afluage. 

Is  kindled  in  the  fiercenefs  of  my  rage. 

To  burn  the  depths,  confume  the  land's  increafe. 

And  on  the  mountains'  ftrong  foundations  feize. 

Thick  heaps  of  mifchief  on  their  heads  I  fend. 

And  all  mine  arrows,  wing'd  with  fury,  fpsnd  ; 

Slow-parching  death,  and  peftilential  heat. 

Shall  bring  the  bitter  pangs  of  lingering  Fate. 

The  teeth  of  beafts  fliall  fwift  deftruflion  bring. 

The  ferpents  wound  them  with  invenom'd  fting. 

The  fword  without,  and  dread  within,  confume 

The  youth  and  virgin,  in  their  lovely  bloom. 

Weak  tender  infancy,  by  fuckling  fed. 

And  helplefs  age,  with  hoary  frofted  head. 

I  faid  I  'd  fcatter  all  the  fmful  race, 

I  faid  I  'd  make  its  mere  remembrance  ceafe. 

But  that  I  fear'd  the  foe's  unruly  pride. 

Their  glory  vaunted,  and  their  power  deny'd. 

While  thus  they  boaft,  our  arm  has  fhewn  us  brave. 

And  God  did  nothing,  for  he  could  not  fave. 

So  fond  their  thoughts  are,  fo  remote  of  fenfe. 

And  blind  in  every  courfe  of  Providence. 

O  did  they  know  to  what  my  judgments  tend  ! 

O  would  they  ponder  on  their  latter  end  ! 

They  foon  would  find,  that  when  upon  the  field 

One  makes  a  thoufand,  two,  ten  thoufand  yield. 

The  Lord  of  Hofts  has  fold  a  rebel  ftate 

And  fure  inclos'd  it  in  the  nets  of  Fate. 

For  what 's  another's  rock  compar'd  with  ours. 

Let  them  be  judges  that  have  prov'd  their  powers, 
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That  on  their  own  have  vainly  call'd  for  aid. 
While  ours  to  freedom  and  to  glory  led. 
Their  vine,  indeed,  may  feem  to  flourifh  fair. 
But  yet  it  grows  in  Sodom's  tainted  air. 
It  fucks  corruption  from  Gomorrah's  fields. 
And  galls  for  grapes  in  bitter  clufters  yields. 
And  poifon  fheds  for  wine,  like  that  which  comes 
From  afps,  and  dragons  death-infeded  gums. 
And  are  not  thefe  their  hateful  fms  reveai'd. 
And  in  my  treafures  for  my  julHce  feal'd  ? 
To  me  the  province  of  revenge  belongs. 
To  me  the  certain  recompence  of  wrongs. 
Their  feet  fhall  totter  in  appointed  time. 
And  threatening  danger  overtake  their  crime ; 
For,  wing'd  with  feather'd  hafte,  the  minutes  fly 
To  bring  thofe  things  that  mud  afflidl  them  nigh. 
The  Lord  will  judge  his  own,  and  bring  them  low. 
And  then  repent,  and  turn  upon  the  foe. 
And  when  the  judgments  from  his  own  remove 
Will  thus  the  foe  convincingly  reprove : 
Where  are  the  gods,  the  rock,  to  whom  in  vain 
Your  offerings  have  been  made,  your  viftims  llain  ? 
Let  them  arife,  let  them  afford  their  aid. 
And  with  proteftion's  fhield  furround  your  head. 
Know  then  your  Maker,  I  the  Lord  am  he. 
Nor  ever  was  there  any  God  with  me. 
And  death,  or  life,  or  wounds,  or  health,  I  give. 
Nor  can  another  from  my  power  reprieve. 
With  folemn  ftate  I  lift  my  arm  on  high. 
Above  the  glories  of  the  lofty  fky : 
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And  by  myfelf  majeftically  fwear, 

I  live  for  ever,  and  for  ever  there. 

If  in  my  rage  the  glittering  fword  I  whet ; 

And,  fternly  fitting,  take  the  judgment-feat. 

My  jufl  awarding  fentence  dooms  my  foe, 

And  vengeance  wields  the  blade,  and  gives  the  blow. 

And  deep  in  flelh  the  blade  of  fury  bites. 

And  deadly  deep  my  bearded  arrow  lights. 

And  both  grow  drunk  with  blood  defil'd  in  fm. 

When  executions  of  revenge  begin. 

Then  let  his  nation  in  a  common  voice. 
And  with  his  nation  let  the  world  rejoice  : 
For  whether  he  for  crimes  or  trials  fpill 
His  fervants  blood,  he  will  avenge  it  ftill ; 
He  '11  break  the  troops,  he  '11  fcatter  them  afar. 
Who  vex  our  realm  with  defolating  war. 
And  on  the  favour'd  tribes  and  on  the  land. 
Shed  victories  and  peace,  from  Mercy's  hand. 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  and  Ifrael  look'd  behind. 
And  gaz'd  before,  with  unconfining  mind. 
And  fix'd  in  filence  and  amazement  faw 
The  ftrokes  of  all  their  ftate  beneath  the  law. 
Their  recoUeftion  does  its  light  prefent 
To  fhew  the  mountain  blefs'd  with  God's  defcent. 
To  fhew  their  wanderings,  their  unfix'd  abode. 
And  all  their  guidance  in  the  defart  road. 
Then  where  the  beams  of  recoUeclion  go 
To  leave  the  fancy  difpoffefs'd  of  fhow. 
The  fairer  light  of  prophecy 's  begun. 
Which,  opening  future  days,  fupplies  their  fun^ 
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By  Aich  a  fun  (and  fancy  needs  no  more) 
They  fee  the  coming  times,  and  walk  them  o'er. 
And  now  they  gain  that  reft  their  travail  fought. 
Now  milk  and  honey  ftream  along  the  thought. 
Anon  they  feel  their  fouls  the  blefling  cloy. 
And  God's  forgot  in  full  excefs  of  joy. 
And  oft  they  fm,  and  oft  his  anger  burns. 
And  every  nation 's  made  their  fcourge  by  turns. 
Till,  oft  repenting,  they  convert  to  God, 
And  he,  repenting  too,  deftroys  the  rod. 

O  nation  timely  warn'd  in  facred  ftrain, 
O  never  let  thy  Mofes  fmg  in  vain  ! 
Dare  to  be  good,  and  happinefs  prolong. 
Or,  if  thy  folly  will  fulfil  the  fong. 
At  leaft  be  found  the  feldomer  in  ill. 
And  ftill  repent,  and  foon  repent  thee  ftill ; 
When  fuch  fair  paths  thou  flialt  avoid  to  tread. 
Thy  blood  will  reft  upon  thy  fmful  head ; 
Thy  crime,  by  lafting,  will  fecure  thy  foe. 
The  gracious  warning  to  the  Gentiles  go. 
And  all  the  world,  that 's  call'd  to  witnefs  here, 
Convinc'd  by  thine  example,  learn  to  fear. 
The  Gentile  world,  a  myftic  Ifrael  grown. 
Will  in  thy  firft  condition  find  their  own, 
A  God's  defcent,  a  pilgrimage  below. 
And  promis'd  reft  where  living  waters  flow. 
They  '11  fee  the  pen  defcribe  in  every  trace 
The  frowns  of  anger,  or  the  fmiles  of  grace  ; 
Why  mercy  turns  afide,  and  leaves  to  ft^ine. 
What  caufe  provokes  the  jealoufy  divine  j 
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Why  jullice  kindles  dire  avenging  flames. 
What  endlefs  power  the  lifted  arm  proclaims ; 
Why  mercy  fhines  again  with  chearful  ray. 
And  glory  double-gilds  the  lightfome  day. 
Though  nations  change,  and  Ifrael's  empire  dies. 
Yet  fiiil  the  cafe  on  earth  again  may  rife ; 
Eternal  Providence  its  rule  retains. 
And  {till  preferves,  and  ftill  applies  the  ftrains. 

'Twas  fuch  a  gift,  the  Prophet's  facred  pen. 
On  his  departure,  left  the  fons  of  men ; 
Thus  he,  and  thus  the  fwan  her  breath  refigns, 
(Within  the  beauty  of  poetic  lines,) 
He  white  with  innocence,  his  figure  fhe. 
And  both  harmonious,  but  the  fweeter  he. 
Death  learns  to  charm,  and,  while  it  leads  to  blifs. 
Has  found  a  lovely  circum fiance  in  this. 
To  fuit  the  meekell  turn  of  eafy  mind. 
And  actions  chearful  in  an  air  refign'd. 

Thou  flock  whom  Mofes  to  thy  freedom  led. 
How  wilt  thou  lay  the  venerable  dead  ? 
Go  (if  thy  fathers  taught  a  work  they  knew) 
Go  build  a  pyramid  to  Glory  due. 
Square  the  broad  bafe,  with  floping  fides  arife. 
And  let  the  point  diminifli  in  the  fkies. 
There  leave  the  corpfe,  impending  o'er  his  head 
The  wand  whofe  motion  winds  and  waves  obey'd. 
On  fable  banners  to  the  fight  defcribe 
The  painted  arms  of  every  mourning  tribe. 
And  thus  may  public  grief  adorn  the  tomb, 
Deep-itreaming  downwards  through  the  vaulted  room.. 


MOSES.  131 

On  the  black  ftone  a  fair  infcripdon  raife. 
That  fums  his  government  to  fpeak  his  praife. 
And  may  the  ftile  as  brightly  worth  proclaim 
As  if  afFeftion,  with  a  pointed  beam, 
Engrav'd  or  fir'd  the  words,  or  honour  due 
Had  with  itfelf  inlaid  the  tablet  through. 

But  flop  the  pomp  that  is  not  man's  to  pay. 
For  God  will  grace  him  in  a  nobler  way. 
Mine  eyes  perceive  an  orb  of  heavenly  ftate. 
With  fplendid  forms  and  light  ferene  replete ; 
I  hear  the  found  of  fluttering  wings  in  air, 
1  hear  the  tuneful  tongues  of  angels  there  : 
They  fly,  they  bear,  they  reft  on  Nebo's  head. 
And  in  thick  glory  wrap  the  reverend  dead ; 
This  errand  crowns  his  fongs,  and  tends  to  prove 
His  near  communion  with  the  Quire  above. 
Now  fwiftly  down  the  fteepy  mount  they  go. 
Now  fwiftly  glides  their  fliining  orb  below. 
And  now  moves  off^,  where  riflng  grounds  deny 
To  fpread  their  valley  to  the  diftant  eye. 
Ye  blefs'd  inhabitants  of  glittering  air. 
You  've  borne  the  Prophet,  but  we  know  not  where. 
Perhaps,  left  Ifrael,  over-fondly  led. 
In  rating  worth  when  envy  leaves  the  dead. 
Might  plant  a  grove,  invent  new  rites  divine. 
Make  him  their  idol,  and  his  grave  the  flirine. 
But  what  diforder?  what  repels  the  light? 
And  ere  its  feafon  forces  on  the  night  ? 
Why  fweep  the  fpeftres  o'er  the  blafted  ground  ? 
What  (hakes  the  mount  with  hollow-roaring  found  ? 
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Hell  rolls  beneath  it,  terror  ftalks  before 

With  flirieks  and  groans,  and  horror  burfts  a  door  ; 

And  Satan  rifes  in  infernal  ftate. 

Drawn  up  by  malice,  envy,  rage,  and  hate, 

A  darkening  vapour  with  fulphureous  lleam. 

In  pitchy  curlings  edg'd  by  fallen  flame. 

And  fram'd  a  chariot  for  the  dreadful  form. 

Drives  whirling  up  on  mad  Confufion's  ftorm. 

Then  fiercely  burning  where  the  Prophet  dy'd. 
Nor  ftiall  thy  nation  'fcape  my  wrath,  he  cry'd  ; 
This  corpfe  I'll  enter  and  thy  flock  miflcad. 
And  all  thy  miracles  my  lies  fliall  aid. 
But  where?  — He's  gone,  and,  by  the  fcented  iky. 
The  favourite  courtiers  have  been  lately  nigh; 
Oh,  flow  to  bufinefs,  curs'd  in  raifchief 's  hour. 
Trace  on  their  odours,  and  if  hell  has  power — 
This  faid,  with  fpite  and  with  a  bent  for  ill. 
He  fliot  with  fury  from  the  trembling  hill. 

In  vain,  proud  fiend,  thy  threats  are  half  expreil, 
And  half  lie  choaking  in  thy  fcornful  breaft. 
His  fliining  bearers  have  perform'd  their  rite. 
And  laid  him  foftly  down  in  fliades  of  night, 
A  warriour  heads  the  band,  great  Michael  he, 
Renown'd  for  viftories  in  wars  with  thee, 
A  fv/ord  of  flame  to  fl:op  thy  courfe  he  bears. 
Nor  has  thy  rage  avail'd,  nor  can  thy  fnares ; 
The  Lord  rebuke  thy  pride  !  he  meekly  cries  : 
The  Lord  has  heard  him,  and  thy  projeft  dies. 

Here  Mofes  leaves  m.y  fong,  the  tribes  retire. 
The  defert  flies,  and  forty  years  expire  ; 


MOSES.  133 

And  now,  my  fancy,  for  a  while  be  ftill. 
And  think  of  coming  down  from  Nebo's  hill. 
Go  fearch  among  thy  forms,  and  thence  prepare 
A  cloud  in  folds  of  foft  furrounding  air  ! 
Go  find  a  breeze  to  lift  thy  cloud  on  high. 
To  waft  thee  gently-rock'd  in  open  fky. 
Then  ftealing  back  to  leave  a  fdent  calm. 
And  thee  repofing  in  a  grove  of  palm. 
The  place  will  fuit  my  next  fucceeding  flrain. 
And  I  '11  awake  thee  foon  to  fing  again. 

DEBORAH. 

TIME,  fire  of  years,  unfold  thy  leaf  anew. 
And  IHU  the  pall  recall  to  prefent  view, 
Spread  forth  thy  circles,  fwifrly  gaze  them  o'er. 
But  where  an  anion's  nobly  fung  before. 
There  Hop  and  flay  for  me,  whofe  thoughts  defigii 
To  make  another's  fong  refound  in  mine. 
Pafs  where  the  priefl's  proceffion  bore  the  law. 
When  Jordan's  parted  waters  fix'd  with  awe. 
While  Ifrael  march'd  upon  the  naked  fand, 
Admir'd  the  wonder,  and  obtain'd  the  land ; 
Slide  through  the  numerous  fates  of  Canaan's  kings^ 
While  conquefts  rode  on  Expedition's  wings. 
Glance  over  Ifrael  at  a  fingle  view. 
In  bondage  oft  and  oft  unbound  anew. 
Till  Jabin  rife,  and  Deborah  ftand  enroll'd. 
Upon  the  gilded  leaf's  revolving  fold. 

Oh,  king  fubdued !   Oh,  woman  born  to  fame  ! 
Oh,  wake  my  fancy  for  the  glorious  theme; 
^  3 
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Oh,  wake  my  fancy  with  the  fenfe  of  praife. 

Oh,  wake  with  warblings  of  triumphant  lays. 

The  land  you  rife-in  fukry  funs  invade ; 

But,  when  you  rife  to  fmg,  you  '11  find  a  fliade. 

Thofe  trees  in  order,  and  with  verdure  crown'd. 

The  facred  prophetefs's  tent  furround. 

And  that  fair  palm  a  front  exadlly  plac'd. 

That  overtops  and  overfpreads  the  reft. 

Near  the  firm  root  a  moffy  bank  fupports. 

Where  Jullice  opens  unexpenfive  courts : 

There  Deborah  fits,  the  willing  tribes  repair. 

Refer  their  caufes,  and  fhe  judges  there  ; 

Nor  needs  a  guard  to  bring  her  fubjedls  in. 

Each  Grace,  each  Virtue,  proves  a  guard  unfeen ; 

Nor  wants  the  penalties  enforcing  law. 

While  great  Opinion  gives  efFeftual  awe. 

Now  twenty  years,  that  roll'd  in  heavy  pain. 
Saw  Jabin  gall  them  with  Opprefiion's  chain. 
When  Ihe,  fubmifiive  to  Divine  Command, 
Proclaims  a  war  for  Freedom  o'er  the  land. 
And  bids  young  Barack  with  thofe  men  defcend. 
Whom  in  the  mountains  he  for  battle  train'd. 
Go,  fays  the  Prophetefs,  thy  foes  alfail. 
Go  make  ten  thoufand  over  all  prevail : 
Make  Jabin's  captains  feel  thine  edged  fword. 
Make  all  his  army,  God  has  fpoke  the  v/ord. 
He,  fit  for  war,  and  Ifrael's  hope  in  fight. 
Yet  doubts  the  numbers,  and  by  that  the  fight ; 
Then  thus  replies  with  wifh  to  ftand  fecure. 
Or  eager  thought  to  know  the  conqueft  fure ; 
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Belov'd  of  God,  lend  thou  thy  prefence  too. 
And  I  with  gladnefs  lead  th'  appointed  few  ; 
But,  if  thou  wilt  not,  let  thy  fon  deny. 
For  what 's  ten  thoufand  men,  or  what  am  I  ? 
If  fo,  Ihe  cries,  a  fhare  of  toil  be  mine. 
Another  ftiare,  and  fome  difhonour  thine  ; 
For  God,  to  punifh  doubt,  refolves  to  fhew 
That  lefs  than  numbers  can  fupprefs  his  foe ; 
You  '11  move  to  conquer,  and  the  foes  to  yield. 
But  'tis  a  woman's  aft  fecures  the  field. 

Now  feem  the  warriours  in  their  ranks  affign'd. 
Now  furling  banners  flutter  in  the  wind : 
Her  words  encourage,  and  his  aftions  lead, 
Hope  fpurs  them  forward.  Valour  draws  the  blade; 
And  Freedom,  like  a  fair  reward  for  all. 
Stands  reaching  forth  her  hands,  and  feems  to  call. 

On  t'  other  fide,  and  almoft  o'er  the  plain. 
Proud  Sifera,  Jabin's  captain,  brings  his  men. 
As  thick  as  locufls  on  the  vintage  fly. 
As  thick  as  fcatter'd  leaves  in  Autumn  lye. 
Bold  with  fuccefs  againfl:  a  nation  try'd. 
And  proud  of  numbers,  and  fecure  in  pride. 

Now  founds  the  trumpet,  now  my  fancy  warms. 
And  now  methinks  I  view  their  toils  in  arms. 
The  lively  phantoms  tread  my  boundlefs  mind. 
And  no  faint  colours  or  weak  flrokes  defign'd  : 
See  where  in  difl:ant  conqueft  from  afar. 
The  pointed  arrows  bring  the  wounds  of  war  ; 
See  where  the  Tmes  with  clofer  force  engage, 
And  thruft  the  fpear,  and  whirl  the  fword  of  rage  ; 
K  4 
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Here  break  the  files,  and  vainly  Ilrive  to  clofe. 
There  on  their  own  repell'd  aflill  their  foes. 
Here  Deborah  calls,  and  Jabin's  foldiers  fly. 
There  Barack  fights,  and  Jabin's  fialdiers  dye. 
But  now  nine  hundred  chariots  roll  along. 
Expert  their  guiders  and  their  horfes  ftrong ; 
And  Terrour,  rattling  in  their  fierce  array. 
Bears  down  on  Ifrael  to  reftore  the  day. 
Oh,  Lord  of  battle.  Oh,  the  danger 's  near ! 
Aflift  thine  Ifrael,  or  they  perifh  here. 
How  fwift  is  Mercy's  aid,  behold  it  fly 
On  rufliing  tempells  through  the  troubled  fky ; 
With  dafhing  rain,  with  pelting  hail  they  blow. 
And  fliarply  drive  them  on  the  facing  foe. 
Thus  blefs'd  with  help,  and  only  touch'd  behind. 
The  favourite  nation  preflTcs  in  the  wind. 
But  heat  of  aftion  now  dillurbs  the  fight. 
And  wild  confufion  mingles  all  the  fight ; 
Cold-whilUing  winds,  and  flirieks  of  dying  men. 
And  groans  and  armour,  found  in  all  the  plain. 
The  bands  of  Canaan  fate  no  longer  dare, 
Opprefs'd  by  weather  and  deftroy'd  by  war ; 
And,  from  his  chariot  whence  he  rul'd  the  fight. 
Their  haughty  leader  leaps  to  join  the  flight. 
See  where  he  flies,  and  fee  the  viftor  near ; 
See  rapid  conqueft  in  purfuit  of  fear. 
See,  fee,  they  both  make  oit,  the  work  is  o'er. 
And  fancy  clear'd  of  vifion  as  before. 
Thus   (if  the  mind  of  man  may  feem  to  move 
With  fome  refemblance  of  the  fkies  above) 
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When  wars  are  gathering  in  our  hearts  below. 

We  Ve  feen  their  battles  in  ethereal  fliow  : 

The  long  diftended  tradls  of  opening  fky. 

The  phantoms  azure  field  of  fight  fupply  ; 

The  whitifh  clouds  an  argent  armour  yield, 

A  radiant  blazon  gilds  their  argent  fhield ; 

Young  glittering  comets  point  the  level 'd  fpear. 

Which  for  their  pennons  hang  their  flaming  hair. 

And  o'er  the  helms  for  gallant  glory  drell 

Sit  curls  of  air,  and  nod  upon  the  creft. 

Thus  arm'd,  they  feem  to  march,  and  feem  to  fight, 

And  feeming  wounds  of  death  delude  the  fight. 

The  ruddy  thunder-clouds  look  itain'd  with  gore. 

And  for  the  din  of  war  within  they  roar. 

Then  flies  afide,  and  then  afide  purfues. 

Till  in  their  motion  all  their  fliapes  they  loofe, 

Difperfing  air  concludes  the  mimic  fcene. 

The  fky  fhuts  up,  and  fwiftly  clears  again. 

But  does  their  Sifera  fliare  the  common  fate. 
Or  mourn  his  humbled  pride  in  dark  retreat  ? 
With  fucli  enquiry  near  the  palm  repair, 
Viftorious  Honour  knows  and  tells  it  there. 

To  that  fair  type  of  Ifrael's  late  fuccefs. 
Which  nobly  rifes  as  its  weights  deprefs. 
To  that  fair  type  returns  the  joyful  band, 
Whofe  courage  rofe  to  free  their  groaning  land ; 
There  Itands  the  leader  in  the  pomp  of  arms. 
There  Hands  the  judge  in  Beauty's  awful  charms; 
And  whilft,  reclin'd  upon  the  refting  fpear. 
He  pants  with  ch'ace  and  breathes  in  calmer  air. 
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Her  thoughts  are  working  with  a  backward  view. 

And  would  in  fong  the  great  exploit  renew. 

She  fees  an  arm'd  oppreflion's  hundred  hands 

Impofe  its  fetters  on  the  promis'd  lands. 

She  fees  their  nation  ftruggling  in  the  chains. 

And  wars  arifing  with  unequal  trains. 

She  fees  their  fate  in  arms,  the  field  imbrued. 

The  foe  diforder'd,  and  the  foe  purfued. 

Till  Conqaell,  dreft  in  rays  of  glory,  come 

With  peace  and  freedom,  brought  in  triumph  home. 

Then  round  her  heart  a  beamy  gladnefs  plays. 

Which,  darting  forward,  thus  converts  to  praife. 

For  Ifrael's  late  avengings  on  the  foe. 
When  led  by  no  compelling  power  below, 
"When  each  fpring  forward  of  their  own  accord. 
For  this,  for  all  the  mercy,  praife  the  Lord. 

Hear,  O  ye  kings ;  ye  neighbouring  princes,  hear  j 
My  fong  triumphant  fhall  inftruft  your  fear  ; 
My  fong  triumphant  bids  your  glory  bow. 
To  God  confefs'd,  the  God  of  Jacob  now. 

O  glorious  Lord  1  when,  with  thy  fovereign  hand. 
Thou  led'ft  the  nation  off  from  Edom's  land. 
Then  trembled  earth,  and  {hook  the  heavens  on  high. 
And  clouds  in  drops  forfook  the  melted  fky. 
With  tumbling  waters,  hills  were  heard  to  roar. 
And  felt  fuch  fhocks  as  Sinai  felt  before. 
But  fear  abating,  which  by  time  decays. 
The  kings  of  Canaan  rofe  in  Shamgar's  days. 
And  Hill  continued  ev'n  in  Jael's  times. 
Their  empire  fixing  with  fuccefsfut  crimes. 
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Oppreflion  ravag'd  all  our  loft  abodes. 

Nor  dare  the  people  truft  the  common  roads  ; 

But  paths  perplex'd  and  unfrequented  chofe. 

To  Hum  the  danger  of  perplexing  foes. 

Thus  direful  was  deform 'd  the  country  round. 

Unpeopled  towns,  and  difimprov'd  the  ground. 

Till  I,  refolving  in  the  gap  to  ftand, 

I  Deborah  rofe  a  mother  of  the  land. 

Where  others,  flaves  by  fettled  cuftom  grown. 

Could  ferve,  and  chufe  to  ferve,  the  gods  unknown ; 

Where  others  fuf/er'd  with  a  tame  regret, 

Deftruflion  fpilling  blood  in  every  gate. 

And  forty  thoufand  had  not  for  the  field 

One  fpear  ofFenfive,  or  defenfive  fhield. 

O  towards  the  leaders  of  my  nation  move, 
O  beat  my  warming  heart  with  fenfe  of  love. 
Commend  th'  afTerters  on  their  own  accord. 
And  blefs  the  fovereign  caufer,  blefs  the  Lord. 

Speak  ye,  that  ride  with  power  return'd  in  ftate. 
Speak  ye  the  praife,  that  rule  the  judgment-feat. 
Speak  ye  the  praife  to  God,  that  walk  the  roads. 
While  fafety  brings  you  to  reftor'd  abodes. 

The  refcued  villagers,  no  more  afraid 
Of  archers  lurking  in  the  faithlefs  ftiade, 
And  fudden  death  convey'd  from  founding  ftruigs. 
Shall  fafe  approach  the  water's  rifing  fprings ; 
And,  while  their  turns  of  drawing  there  they  wait. 
Loitering  in  eafe  upon  a  mofly  feat. 
Call  all  the  bleflings  of  the  Lord  to  mind. 
And  fing  the  Lord  in  all  the  bleflings  kind. 


140  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 

The  townfmen  refcued  from  the  tyrant's  reign 
Shall  flock  with  joy  to  fill  their  walls  again. 
See  juilice  in  the  gates  the  balance  bear. 
And  none  but  her  unfheath  a  weapon  there. 

Awake,  O  Deborah,  O  awake  to  praife. 
Awake,  and  utter  forth  triumphant  lays. 
Arife,  O  Barack,  be  thy  pomp  begun. 
Lead  on  thy  triumph  thou  Abinoam's  fon ; 
Thy  captives  bound  in  chains,  when  God's  decree 
Made  humbled  princes  Hoop  their  necks  to  thee. 
When  he,  the  giver  of  fuccefs  in  fight, 
Advanc'd  a  woman  o'er  the  fons  of  might. 

Againft  this  Amaleck,  of  banded  foes, 
I  Deborah,  root  of  all  the  war,  arofe. 
From  Ephraim  fprung,  and  leading  Ephraim's  line  ; 
The  next  in  rifmg,  Benjamin,  was  thine. 
The  ruling  heads  of  half  Manafleh's  land. 
To  ferve  in  danger,  left  their  fafe  command. 
The  tribe  of  Zebulun's  unaftive  men 
For  glorious  arms  forfook  the  peaceful  pen. 
The  Lords  of  IfTachar  with  Deborah  went. 
The  tribe  with  Barack  to  the  vale  was  fent. 
Where  he  on  foot  perform'd  the  general's  part. 
And  ihar'd  the  foldier's  toil  to  raife  their  heart. 

But  Reuben's  ftrange  divifions  juftly  wrought 
Amongft  his  brethren  deep  concern  of  thought. 
Ah  !  while  the  nation  in  afflidion  lay. 
How  could'ft  thou,  Reuben,  by  the  fheepfolds  ftay. 
And  let  thy  bleating  flock  divert  thy  days 
That  idly  pafs'd  thee  with  inglorious  eafe  ? 
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Divided  tribe,  without  thy  dangers  free. 
Deep  were  the  fearchings  of  our  heart  for  thee. 
Our  Gilead  too,  by  fuch  example  fway'd. 
With  unconcern  beyond  the  river  ftay'd. 
And  Dan  in  fhips  at  fea  for  fafety  rode. 
And  frighten'd  Afher  in  its  rock's  abode. 

Now  {mg  the  field,  the  feats  of  war  begun, 
And  praife  thy  Napthali  with  Zebulun, 
To  deaths  expos'd,  in  pofts  advanc'd  they  fiood 
With  fouls  refolv'd,  and  gallant  rage  of  blood. 
Then  came  the  kings  and  fought,  the  gather 'd  kino-s 
By  waters  ftreaming  from  Megiddo's  fprings ; 
In  Taanach  vale  fuftain'd  the  daring  toil. 
Yet  neither  fought  for  pay,  nor  won  the  fpoil. 
The  fkies,  indulgent  in  the  caufe  of  right. 
On  Ifrael's  fide,  againft  their  army  fight. 
In  evil  afpefts,  ftars  and  planets  range. 
And  by  the  weather  in  tempefluous  change 
Promote  the  dire  diftrefs,  and  make  it  known 
That  God  has  Hofts  above  to  fave  his  own. 
The  Kifhon  fwell'd,  grew  rapid  as  they  fled. 
And  roU'd  them  finking  down  its  fandy  bed. 
O  river  Kilhon,  river  of  renown  ! 
And,  O  my  foul,  that  trod  their  glory  down  ! 
The  ftony  paths,  by  which  diforder'd  flight 
Convey'd  their  troops  and  chariots  from  the  fight. 
With  rugged  points  their  horfes  hoofs  diftrefs'd. 
And  broke  them  prancing  in  impetuous  hafle. 

Curfe,  curfe  ye  Meroz,  curfe  the  town  abhorr'd, 
(So  fpake  the  glorious  angel  of  the  Lord) 
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For  Meroz  came  not  in  the  field  prepar'd. 

To  join  that  fide  on  which  the  Lord  declar'd. 

But  blefs  ye  Jael,  be  the  Kenite's  name 

Above  our  women's  blefs'd  in  endlefs  fame. 

The  captain,  faint  with  fore  fatigue  of  flight, 

Implor'd  for  water  to  fupport  his  might. 

And  milk,  fhe  pour'd  him,  while  he  water  fought. 

And  in  her  lordly  difh  her  butter  brought. 

With  courage  well-deferving  to  prevail. 

One  hand  the  hammer  held,  and  one  the  nail. 

And  him,  reclin'd  to  fleep,  fhe  boldly  flew. 

She  fmote,  fhe  pierc'd,  fhe  flruck  the  temples  through. 

Before  her  feet,  reluftant  on  the  clay. 

He  bow'd,  he  fell ;  he  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  lay ; 

He  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  dy'd.     By  fuch  degrees 

As  thrice  fhe  flruck,  each  flroke's  effedl  fhe  fees. 

His  mother  gaz'd  with  long-expedting  eyes ; 
And,  grown  impatient,  through  the  lattice  cries. 
Why  moves  the  chariot  of  my  fon  fo  flow  ? 
Or  what  affairs  retard  his  coming  fo  ? 
Her  Ladles  anfwer'd — but  fne  would  not  flay, 
(For  pride  had  taught  what  flattery  meant  to  fay) 
They  've  fped,  fhe  fays,  and  now  the  prey  they  fhare. 
For  each  a  damfel,  or  a  lovely  pair. 
For  Slfera's  part  a  robe  of  gallant  grace. 
Where  diverfe  colours  rich  embroidery  trace. 
Meet  for  the  necks  of  thofe  who  win  the  fpoil 
When  triumph  offers  its  reward  for  toil. 

Thus  perifli  aU  whom  God's  decrees  oppofe. 
Thus,  like  the  vanquifh'd,  perifh  all  thy  foes. 
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But  let  the  men  that  in  thy  name  delight 
Be  like  the  fun  in  heavenly  glory  bright. 
When  mounted  on  the  dawn  he  polls  away. 
And  with  full  ftrength  encreafes  on  the  day. 

'Twas  here  the  Prophetefs  refpir'd  from  fong. 
Then  loudly  Ihouted  all  the  chearful  throng. 
By  freedom  gain'd,  by  vidory  complete, 
Prepar'd  for  mirth  irregularly  great. 
The  frowns  of  forrow  gave  their  ancient  place 
To  pleafure,  drawn  in  fmiles  of  every  face. 
The  groans  of  flavery  were  no  longer  wrung. 
But  thoughts  of  comfort  from  the  bleffing  fprung. 
And  as  they  Ihouted  from  the  breezy  well, 
Amongft  the  plumes  that  deck  the  fmger's  creft. 
The  fpirit  of  applaufe  itfelf  convey'd 
On  wafted  air,  and  lightly  waving  play'd  : 
Such  was  the  cafe  (or  fuch  ideas  flow 
From  thought  replenifli'd  with  triumphant  fhow). 
What  rais'd  their  joy  their  love  could  alfo  raife. 
And  each  contended  in  the  words  of  praife. 
And  every  word  proclaim 'd  the  wonders  part. 
And  God  was  Hill  the  firlt,  and  ftill  the  laft ; 
Deep  in  their  fouls  the  fair  impreflion  lay, 
Deep-trac'd,  and  never  to  be  worn  away. 

From  hence  the  refcued  generation  ftill 
Abhorr'd  the  praftice  of  rebellious  ill. 
And  fear'd  the  punilhment  for  ill  abhorr'd. 
And  lov'd  repentance,  and  ador'd  the  Lord. 

From  hence  in  all  their  days  the  Lord  was  kind. 
His  face  ferene  with  fettled  favour  fhin'd. 
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Fair  banifli'd  Order  was  recali'd  in  ftate. 
The  laws  reviv'd,  the  princes  rul'd  the  gate. 
Peace  chear'd  the  vales.  Contentment  laugh'd  with 

Peace, 
Gay-blooming  Plenty  rofe  with  large  increafe. 
Sweet  Mercy  thofe  who  thought  on  mercy  bleft. 
And  fo  for  forty  years  the  land  had  reft. 

Reft,  happy  land,  a  while ;   ah  longer  fo, 
Didft  thou  thine  happinefs  fincerely  know  1 
But  foon  thy  quiet  with  thy  goodnefs  paft. 
And  in  the  fong  alone  obtain'd  to  laft. 

Live,  fong  triumphant,  live  in  fair  record. 
And  teach  fucceeding  times  to  fear  the  Lord  ; 
For  fancy  moves  by  bright  example  woo'd. 
And  wins  the  mind  with  images  of  good. 
Touch'd  with  a  facred  rage  and  heavenly  flame, 
I  ftrive  to  fing  thine  univerfal  aim. 
To  quit  the  fubjedt,  and  in  lays  fublime. 
The  moral  lit  for  any  point  of  time. 
Then  go,  my  verfes,  with  applying  ftrain. 
Go  form  a  triumph  not  afcrib'd  to  men. 

Let  all  the  clouds  of  grief  impending  lie. 
And  ftorms  of  trouble  drive  along  the  flcy. 
Then  humble  Piety  thine  accents  raife. 
For  prayer  will  prove  the  powerful  charm  of  eafe. 

Lo,  now  my  foul  has  fpoke  its  beft  defires. 
How  bleffings  anfwer  what  the  prayer  requires  I 
Before  thy  fighs  the  clouds  of  grief  retreat. 
The  ftorms  of  trouble  by  thy  tears  abate. 
And  radiant  glory,  from  her  upper  fphere. 
Looks  down  and  glitters  in  relented  air. 
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Rife,  lovely  Piety,  from  earthy  bed. 
The  parted  flame  defcends  upon  thine  head. 
This  wondrous  Mitre,  fram'd  by  facred  love. 
And  for  thy  triumph  fent  thee  from  above. 
In  two  bright  points  with  upper  rays  afpires. 
And  rounds  thy  temples  with  innocuous  fires. 
Rife,  lovely  Piety,  with  pomp  appear. 
And  thou,  kind  Mercy,  lend  thy  chariot  here  ; 
On  either  fide,  fair  Fame  and  Honour  place. 
Behind  let  Plenty  walk  in  hand  with  Peace  j 
While  Irreligion,  muttering  horrid  found. 
With  fierce  and  proud  Oppreflion  backward  bound. 
Drag  by  the  wheels  along  the  dufty  plain. 
And  gnalhing  lick  the  ground,  and  curfe  with  pain. 

Now  come,  ye  thoufands,  and  more  thoufands  yet. 
With  order  join  to  fill  the  train  of  ftate. 
Souls  tun'd  for  praifing  to  the  temple  bring. 
And  thus  amidft  the  facred  mufic  fing  : 
Hail,  Piety  !   triumphant  goodnefs,  hail ! 
Hail,  O  prevailing,  ever  O  prevail ! 
At  thine  entreaty,  Juftice  leaves  to  frown. 
And  wrath  appeafing  lays  the  thunder  down  ; 
The  tender  heart  of  yearning  Mercy  burns. 
Love  aflcs  a  bleffing,  and  the  Lord  returns. 
In  his  great  name  that  heaven  and  earth  has  made. 
In  his  great  name  alone  we  find  our  aid  ; 
Then  blefs  the  Name,  and  let  the  world  adore. 
From  this  time  forward,  and  for  evermore. 
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NOW  crowds  move  off,  retiring  trumpets  found. 
On  echoes  dying  in  their  lad  rebound ; 
The  notes  of  fancy  feem  no  longer  ftrong. 
But  fweetening  clofes  fit  a  private  fong. 
So  when  the  llorms  forfake  the  fea's  command. 
To  break  their  forces  in  the  winding  land. 
No  more  their  blafts  tumultuous  rage  proclaim. 
But  fvveep  in  murmurs  o'er  a  murmuring  ftream. 

Then  feek  the  fubjeft,  and  its  fong  be  mine, 
Whofe  numbers,  mixt  in  facred  ftory,  fhine  : 
Go,  brightly-working  thought,  prepar'd  to  fly. 
Above  the  page  on  hovering  pinions  lye. 
And  beat  with  llronger  force,  to  make  thee  rife 
Where  beauteous  Hannah  meets  the  fearching  eyes. 

There  frame  a  town,  and  fix  a  tent  with  cords. 
The  town  be  Shiloh  call'd,  the  tent  the  Lord's. 
Carv'd  pillars,  filletted  with  filver,  rear. 
To  clofe  the  curtains  in  an  outward  fquare. 
But  thofe  within  it,  which  the  porch  uphold. 
Be  finely  wrought,  and  overlaid  with  gold. 

Here  Eli  comes  to  take  the  relHng-feat, 
Slow  moving  forward  with  a  reverend  gait : 
Sacred  in  office,  venerably  fage. 
And  venerably  great  in  filver'd  age.. 
Here  Hannah  comes,  a  melancholy  wife, 
B.eproach'd  for  barren  in  the  marriage-life ; 
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Like  fummer  mornings  fhe  to  fight  appears, 
Bedew'd  and  Ihining  in  the  midlt  of  tears. 
Her  heart  in  bitternefs  of  grief  fhe  bow'd. 
And  thus  her  wifhes  to  the  Lord  (he  vow'd  : 
If  thou  thine  handmaid  with  companion  fee. 
If  I,  my  God  !   am  not  forgot  by  thee  ; 
If  in  mine  offspring  thou  prolong  my  line. 
The  child  I  wiih  for  all  his  days  be  thine  ; 
His  life  devoted,  in  thy  courts  be  led. 
And  not  a  razor  come  upon  his  head. 

So,  from  receffes  of  her  inmoft  foul. 
Through  moving  lips  her  Hill  devotion  ftole : 
As  filent  waters  glide  through  parted  trees, 
Whofe  branches  tremble  with  a  rifmg  breeze. 
The  words  were  loft  becaufe  her  heart  was  low. 
But  free  defire  had  taught  the  mouth  to  go ; 
This  Eli  mark'd,  and,  with  a  voice  fevere, 
Wliile  yet  fhe  multiply 'd  her  thoughts  in  prayer. 
How  long  fhall  wine,  he  cries,  diftraft  thy  breaft  ? 
Be  gone,  and  lay  the  drunken  fit  by  reft. 

Ah  !  fays  the  mourner,  count  not  this  for  fin. 
It  is  not  wine,  but  grief,  that  works  within  ; 
The  fpirit  of  thy  wretched  hand-maid  know. 
Her  prayer's  complaint,  and  her  condition  woe. 
Then  fpake  the  facred  prieft,  in  peace  depart. 
And  with  thy  comfort  God  fulfil  thine  heart  ! 
His  blefTing  thus  pronounc'd  with  awful  found. 
The  votary  bending  leaves  the  folemn  ground. 
She  feems  confirm'd  the  Lord  has  heard  her  cries. 
And  chearful  hope  the  tears  of  trouble  dries, 
L  2 
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And  makes  her  alter'd  eyes  irradiate  roll. 
With  joy  that  dawns  in  thought  upon  the  foul. 

Now  let  the  town,  and  tent,  and  court  remain. 
And  leap  the  time  till  Hannah  comes  again. 
As  painted  profpedts  fkip  along  the  green. 
From  hills  to  mountains  eminently  feen. 
And  leave  their  intervals  that  fmk  below. 
In  deep  retreat,  and  unexprefs'd  to  fhow. 

Behold  1  fhe  comes   (but  not  as  once  fhe  came. 
To  grieve,  to  figh,  and  teach  her  eyes  to  ftream) 
Content  adorns  her  with  a  lively  face. 
An  open  look,  and  fmiling  kind  of  grace  ; 
Her  little  Samuel  in  her  arms  fhe  bears. 
The  wifh  of  long  defire,  and  child  of  prayers ; 
And  as  the  facrifice  Ihe  brought  begun. 
To  reverend  Eli  fhe  prefents  her  fon. 
Here,  cries  the  mother,  here  my  Lord  may  fee 
The  woman  come,  who  pray'd  in  grief  by  thee  : 
The  child  I  fued  for,  God  in  bounty  gave ; 
And  what  he  granted,  let  him  now  receive. 

But  ftill  the  votary  feels  her  temper  move. 
With  all  the  tender  violence  of  love. 
That  ftill  enjoys  the  gift,  and  inly  burns 
To  fearch  for  larger,  or  for  more  returns. 
Then,  fill'd  with  bleftings  which  allure  to  praife. 
And  rais'd  by  joy  to  foul-enchanting  lays. 
Thus  thanks  the  Lord,  beneficently  kind. 
In  fweet  exFufions  of  the  grateful  mind  : 
My  lifting  heart,  with  more  than  common  heat. 
Sends  up  its  thanks  to  God  on  every  beat. 
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My  glory,  rais'd  above  the  reach  of  fcom. 

To  God  exalts  its  highly-planted  horn  ; 

My  mouth  enlarg'd,  mine  enemies  defies, 

And  finds  in  God's  falvation  full  replies. 

Oh,  bright  in  holy  beauty's  power  divine. 

There 's  none  whofe  glory  caa  compare  with  thine  ! 

None  fhare  thine  honours,  nay,  there  's  none  befide. 

No  rock  on  which  thy  creatures  can  confide. 

Ye  proud  in  fpirits,  who  your  gift  adore, 
tFnlearn  the  faults,  and  fpeak  with  pride  no  more ; 
No  more  your  words  in  arrogance  be  fhown. 
Nor  call  the  works  of  Providence  your  own. 
Since  he  that  rules  us  infinitely  knows. 
And,  as  he  wills,  his  afts  of  power  difpofe. 

The  ftrong,  whofe  finewy  forces  arch'd  the  bow. 
Have  feen  it  ihatter'd  by  the  conquering  foe ; 
The  Weak  have  felt  their  nerves  more  firmly  brace. 
And  new-fprung  vigour  in  the  limbs  encreafe. 
The  Full,  whom  vary'd  taftes  of  plenty  fed. 
Have  let  their  labour  out  to  gain  their  bread. 
The  Poor,  that  languifh'd  in  a  ftarving  ftate. 
Content  and  full,  have  ceas'd  to  beg  their  meat. 
The  Barren  Womb,  no  longer  barren  now, 
(Oh,  be  my  thanks  accepted  with  my  vow !) 
In  pleafure  wonders  at  a  mother's  pain. 
And  fees  her  offspring,  and  conceives  again  ; 
While  fhe  that  glory'd  in  her  numerous  heirs. 
Now  broke  by  feeblenefs,  no  longer  bears. 

Such  turns  their  rifing  from  the  Lord  derive. 
The  Lord  that  kills,  th£  Lord  that  makes  alive ; 
^  2 
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He  brings  by  ficknefs  down  to  gaping  graves. 
And,  by  reftoring  health,  from  ficknefs  faves. 
He  makes  the  Poor  by  keeping  back  his  ftore. 
And  makes  the  Rich  by  blefling  men  with  more ; 
He  finking  hearts  with  bitter  grief  annoys. 
Or  lifts  them  bounding  with  enliven'd  joys. 

He  takes  the  Beggar  from  his  humble  clay. 
From  off  the  dunghill  where  defpis'd  he  lay. 
To  mix  with  Princes  in  a  rank  fupreme. 
Fill  thrones  of  honour,  and  inherit  fame : 
For  all  the  pillars  of  exalted  ftate. 
So  nobly  firm,  fo  beautifully  great, 
Whofe  various  orders  bear  the  rounded  ball. 
Which  would  without  theia  to  confufion  fall. 
All  are  the  Lord's,  at  his  difpofure  ftand. 
And  prop  the  govern'd  world  at  his  command. 

His  mercy,  ftill  more  wonderfully  fweet. 
Shall  guard  the  righteous,  and  uphold  their  feet. 
While,  through  the  darknefs  of  the  wicked  foul. 
Amazement,  dread,  and  defperation  roll ; 
While  envy  flops  their  tongues,  and  hopelefs  grief. 
That  fees  their  fears,  but  not  their  fears  relief. 
And  they  their  ilrength  as  unavailing  view. 
Since  none  fhall  trufl  in  that  and  fafety  too. 

The  foes  of  Ifrael,  for  his  Ifrael's  fake, 
God  will  to  pieces  in  his  anger  break  ; 
His  bolts  of  thunder,  from  an  open'd  fky. 
Shall  on  their  heads,  with  force  unerring,  fly. 
His  voice  fhall  call,  and  all  the  vvorld  fhall  hear. 
And  all  for  fentence  at  his  feat  appear. 
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But  mount  to  gentler  praifes,  mount  again. 
My  thoughts,  prophetic  of  Mefliah's  reign  ; 
Perceive  the  glories  which  around  him  fhine, 
And  thus  thine  hymn  be  crown'd  with  grace  divine. 

'Tis  here  the  numbers  find  a  bright  repofe. 
The  vows  accepted,  and  the  votary  goes. 
But  thou,  my  foul,  upon  her  accents  hung. 
And  fweetly  pleas 'd  with  what  fhe  fweetly  fung. 
Prolong  the  pleafure  with  thine  inward  eyes. 
Turn  back  thy  thoughts,  and  fee  the  fubjeft  rife. 

In  her  peculiar  cafe,  the  fong  begun. 
And  for  a  while  through  private  bleffings  run. 
As  through  their  banks  the  curling  waters  play. 
And  foft  in  murmurs  kifs  the  flowery  way. 
With  force  encreafing  then  fhe  leaps  the  bounds. 
And  largely  flows  on  more  extended  grounds ; 
Spreads  wide  and  wider,  till  vail  feas  appear. 
And  boundlefs  views  of  Providence  are  here. 
How  fwift  thefe  views  along  her  anthem  glide. 
As  waves  on  waves  pufli  forward  in  the  tide  I 
How  fwift  thy  wonders  o'er  my  fancy  fweep, 
O  Providence,  thou  great  unfathom'd  deep  ! 
Where  Refignation  gently  dips  the  wing. 
And  learns  to  love  and  thank,  admire  and  fing ; 
But  bold  prefumptuous  reafonings,  diving  down 
To  reach  the  bottom,  in  their  diving  drown. 
■    Neglecting  man,  forgetful  of  thy  ways. 
Nor  owns  thy  care,  nor  thinks  of  giving  praife. 
But  from  himfelf  his  happinefs  derives. 
And  thanks  his  wifdom,  when  by  thine  he  thrives ; 
L  4 
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His  limbs  at  eafe  in  foft  repofe  he  fpreads. 

Bewitch 'd  with  vain  delights,  on  flowery  beds ; 

And,  while  his  fenfe  the  fragrant  breezes  kifs. 

He  meditates  a  waking  dream  of  blifs ; 

He  thinks  of  kingdoms,  and  their  crowns  are  near ; 

He  thinks  of  glories,  and  their  rays  appear ; 

He  thinks  of  beauties,  and  a  lovely  face 

Serenely  fmiles  in  every  taking  grace  ; 

He  thinks  of  riches,  and  their  heaps  arife, 

Difplay  their  glittering  forms,  and  fix  his  eyes ; 

Thus  drawn  with  pleafures  in  a  charming  view, 

Rifing  he  reaches,  and  would  fain  purfue. 

But  ftill  the  fleeting  fhadows  mock  his  care. 

And  fl:ill  his  fingers  grafp  at  yielding  air  ; 

Whate'er  our  tempers  as  their  comforts  want. 

It  is  not  man's  to  take,  but  God's  to  grant. 

If  then,  perfifting  in  the  vain  defign. 

We  look  for  blifs  without  an  help  divine. 

We  ftill  may  fearch,  and  fearch  without  relief. 

Nor  only  want  a  blifs,  but  find  a  grief. 

That  fuch  conviclion  may  to  fight  appear. 

Sit  down,  ye  fons  of  men,  fpeftators  here ; 

Behold  a  fcene  upon  your  folly  wrought. 

And  let  this  lively  fcene  inftruft  the  thought. 

Boy,  blow  the  pipe  until  the  bubble  rife. 
Then  caft  it  off  to  float  upon  the  fkies  ; 
Still  fwell  its  fides  with  breath— O  beauteous  frame  ! 
It  grows,  it  fliines :  be  now  the  world  thy  name  ! 
Methinks  creation  forms  itfelf  within. 
The  men,  the  towns,  the  birds,  the  trees,  are  feen  > 
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The  fkies  above  prefent  an  azure  fliow. 
And  lovely  verdure  paints  an  earth  below. 
I  '11  wind  myfelf  in  this  delightful  fphere. 
And  live  a  thoufand  years  of  pleafure  there ; 
RoU'd  up  in  bliffes,  which  around  me  clofe. 
And  now  regal'd  with  thefe,  and  now  with  thofe. 
Falfe  hope,  but  falfer  words  of  joy,  farewell. 
You  've  rent  the  lodging  where  I  meant  to  dwell. 
My  bubbles  burft,  my  profpefts  difappear. 
And  leave  behind  a  moral  and  a  tear. 
If  at  the  type  our  dreaming  fouls  awake. 
And  Hannah's  ftrains  their  juft  impreflion  make. 
The  boundlefs  power  of  Providence  we  know. 
And  fix  our  truft  on  nothing  here  below. 
Then  he,  grown  pleas 'd  that  men  his  greatnefs  own. 
Looks  down  ferenely  from  his  ftarry  throne. 
And  bids  the  blefTed  days  our  prayers  have  won 
Put  on  their  glories,  and  prepare  to  rUn. 
For  which  our  thanks  be  juilly  fent  above, 
Enlarg'd  by  gladnefs,  and  infpir'd  with  love  : 
For  which  his  praifes  be  for  ever  fung, 
O  fvveet  employment  of  the  grateful  tongue ! 
Burft  forth,  my  temper,  in  a  godly  flame. 
For  all  his  bleffings  laud  his  holy  name  : 
That,  ere  mine  eyes  faluted  chearful  day, 
.A  gift  devoted  in  the  womb  I  lay. 
Like  Samuel  vow'd,  before  my  breath  I  drew, 
O  could  I  prove  in  life  like  Samuel  too  ! 
That  all  my  frame  is  exquifitely  wrought. 
The  world  enjoy'd  by  fenfe,  and  God  by  thought; 
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That  living  ftreams  through  living  channels  glide. 

To  make  this  frame  by  Nature's  courfe  abide ; 

Thar,  for  its  good,  by  Providence's  care. 

Fire  joins  with  water,  earth  concurs  with  air; 

That  Mercy's  ever-inexhaufted  ftore 

Is  pleas'd  to  proffer,  and  to  promife  more; 

And  all  the  proffers  ftream  with  grace  divine. 

And  all  the  promifes  with  glory  ihine. 

O  pralfe  the  Lord,  my  foul,  in  one  accord. 

Let  all  that  is  within  me  praife  the  Lord; 

O  praife  the  Lord,  my  foul,  and  ever  ftrive 

To  keep  the  fweet  remembrances  alive. 

Still  raife  the  kind  affeftions  of  thine  heart, 

Raife  every  grateful  word  to  bear  a  part. 

With  every  word  the  ftrains  of  love  devife. 

Awake  thine  harp,  and  thou  thyfelf  arife  ; 

Then,  if  his  Mercy  be  not  half  exprefs'd. 

Let  wondering  Silence  magnify  the  reft. 
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M  Y  thought,  on  views  of  admiration  hung. 
Intently  ravifh'd,  and  depriv'd  of  tongue. 
Now  darts  a  while  on  earth,  a  while  in  air. 
Here  mov'd  with  praife,  and  mov'd  with  glory  there; 
The  joys  entrancing,  and  the  mute  furprize. 
Half  fix  the  blood,  and  dim  the  moiftening  eyes ; 
Pleafure  and  praife  on  one  another  break. 
An.  exclamation  longs  at  heart  to  fpeak  ; 
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When  thus  my  Genius  on  the  work  defign'd. 
Awaiting  clofely,  guides  the  wandering  mind. 

If,  while  thy  thanks  would  in  thy  lays  be  wrought, 
A  bright  aftonilhment  involve  the  thought. 
If  yet  thy  temper  would  attempt  to  fing. 
Another's  quill  fhall  imp  thy  feebler  wing ; 
Behold  the  name  of  royal  David  near. 
Behold  his  mufick,  and  his  meafures  hear, 
Whofe  harp  Devotion  in  a  rapture  ftrung. 
And  left  no  ftate  of  pious  fouls  unfung. 

Him  to  the  wondering  world  but  newly  fhewn, 
Celeftial  Poetry  pronounc'd  her  own  ; 
A  thoufand  hopes,  on  clouds  adorn'd  with  rays. 
Bent  down  their  little  beauteous  forms  to  gaze ; 
Fair-blooming  Innocence,  with  tender  years. 
And  native  Sweetnefs  for  the  ravifh'd  ears, 
Prepar'd  to  fmile  within  his  early  fong. 
And  brought  their  rivers,  groves,  and  plains  along  : 
Majeftic  Honour,  at  the  palace  bred, 
Enrob'd  in  white,  embroider'd  o'er  with  red, 
Reach'd  forth  the  fceptre  of  her  royal  fate. 
His  forehead  touch'd,  and  bid  his  lays  be  great ; 
Undaunted  Courage,  deck'd  with  manly  charms. 
With  waving  azure  plumes,  and  gilded  arms, 
Dlfplay'd  the  glories  and  the  toils  of  fight. 
Demanded  Fame,  and  call'd  him  forth  to  write. 
To  perfe£l  thefe,  the  facred  Spirit  came. 
By  mild  infufion  of  celeftial  flame. 
And  mov'd  with  dove-like  candour  in  his  breall» 
And  breath'd  his  graces  over  all  the  reft. 
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Ah  !  where  the  daring  flights  of  men  afpirey 
To  match  his  numbers  with  an  equal  fire ; 
In  vain  they  ftrive  to  make  proud  Babel  rife. 
And  with  an  earth-born  labour  touch  the  fkies : 
While  I  the  glittering  page  refolve  to  view. 
That  will  the  fubjedl  of  my  lines  renew; 
The  laurel  wreath,  my  fame's  imagin'd  fhade. 
Around  my  beating  temples  fears  to  fade ; 
My  fainting  fancy  trembles  on  the  brink. 
And  David's  God  muft  help,  or  elfe  I  fmk. 

As  rolling  rivers  in  their  channels  flow. 
Swift  from  aloft,  but  on  the  level  flow : 
Or  rage  in  rocks,  or  glide  along  the  plains. 
So  juft,  fo  copious,  move  the  Pfalmift's  ftrains  j 
So  fvveetly  vary'd  with  proportion'd  heat. 
So  gently  clear,  or  fo  fublimely  great  j 
While  Nature 's  feen  in  all  her  forms  to  fliine. 
And  mix  with  beauties  drav/n  from  Truth  divine ; 
Sweet  beauties   (fweet  affeftion's  endlefs  rill) 
That  in  the  foul  like  honey-drops  dilHl. 

Hail,  Holy  Spirit,  hail  Supremely  Kind, 
Whofe  infpiration  thus  enlarg'd  the  mind ; 
Who  taught  him  what  the  gentle  ftiepherd  fings. 
What  rich  expreflions  fuit  the  port  of  kings ; 
What  daring  words  defcribe  the  foldier's  heat. 
And  what  the  Prophet's  extacies  relate ; 
Nor  let  his  worft  condition  be  forgot. 
In  all  this  fplendour  of  exalted  thought. 
On  one  thy  different  forts  of  graces  fall. 
Still  made  for  each,  of  equal  force  in  all; 
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And  while  from  heavenly  courts  he  feels  a  flame. 
He  fings  the  place  from  whence  the  blefling  came ; 
And  makes  his  infpirations  fweetly  prove 
The  tuneful  fubjecl  of  the  mind  they  move. 

Immortal  Spirit,  Light  of  Life  inftill'd. 
Who  thus  the  bofom  of  a  mortal  fill'd. 
Though  weak  my  voice,  and  though  my  light  be  dim. 
Yet  fain  I  'd  pr.iife  thy  wondrous  gifts  in  him  ; 
Then,  fmce  thine  aid's  attracted  by  defire. 
And  they  that  fpeak  thee  right  muft  feel  thy  fire, 
Vouchfafe  a  portion  of  thy  Grace  Divine, 
And  raife  my  voice,  and  in  my  numbers  fhine  : 
I  fmg  of  David,  David  fmgs  of  thee, 
Affift  the  Pfalmill,  and  his  work  in  me. 

But  now,  my  verfe,  arifmg  on  the  wing. 
What  part  of  all  thy  fubjeft  wilt  thou  fmg? 
How  fire  thy  firft  attempt  ?  in  what  refort 
Of  Paleftina's  plains,  or  Salem's  court ; 
Where,  as  his  hands  the  folemn  meafure  play'd, 
Curs'd  fiends  with  torment  and  confufion  fled; 
Where,  at  the  rofy  fpring  of  chearful  light, 
(If  pious  Fame  record  tradition  right) 
A  foft  efflation  of  celeftial  fire 
Came  like  a  rufliing  breeze,  and  Ihook  the  lyre ; 
Still  fweetly  giving  every  trembling  firing 
So  much  of  found,  as  made  him  wake  to  fmg  ? 

Within  my  view  the  country  firft  appears. 
The  country  firft  enjoy'd  his  youthful  years ; 
Then  frame  thy  fhady  landfcapes  in  my  ftrain. 
Some  confcious  mountain,  or  accuftom'd  plain; 
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Where  by  the  waters,  on  the  grafs  reclin'd. 
With  notes  he  rais'd,  with  notes  he  calm'd  his  mind; 
For  through  the  paths  of  rural  life  I  '11  ftray. 
And  in  his  pleafures  paint  a  Ihepherd's  day. 

With  grateful  fentiments,  with  adlive  will. 
With  voice  exerted,  and  enlivening  Ikill, 
His  free  return  of  thanks  he  duly  paid. 
And  each  new  day  new  beams  of  bounty  (hed. 
Awake,  my  tuneful  harp ;  awake,  he  cries ; 
Awake,  my  lute,  the  fun  begins  to  rife  ; 
My  God,  I  'm  ready  now !  then  takes  a  flight. 
To  purell  Piety's  exalted  height : 
From  thence  his  foul,  with  heaven  itfelf  in  view. 
On  humble  prayers  and  humble  praifes  flew. 
The  praife  as  pleafmg,  and  as  fweet  the  prayer. 
As  incenfe  curling  up  through  morning  air. 

When  towards  the  field  with  early  fleps  he  trod. 
And  gaz'd  around,  and  own'd  the  works  of  God, 
Perhaps,  in  fweet  melodious  words  of  praife. 
He  drew  the  profped  which  adorn'd  his  ways ; 
The  foil,  but  newly  vifited  with  rain. 
The  river  of  the  Lord  with  fpringing  grain, 
Inlarge,  encreafe  the  foften'd  furrow  bleft. 
The  year  with  goodnefs  crown'd,  with  beauty  dreft. 
And  flill  to  power  divine  afcribe  it  all. 
From  whofe  high  paths  the  drops  of  fatnefs  fall ; 
Then  in  the  fong  the  fmiling  fights  rejoice. 
And  all  the  mute  creation  finds  a  voice  ; 
With  thick  returns  delightful  echoes  fill 
The  paftur'd  green,  or  foft  afcending  hill. 
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Rals'd  by  the  bleatings  of  unnumber'd  fheep. 
To  boaft  their  glories  in  the  crowds  they  keep. 
And  corn,  that's  waving  in  the  weftern  gale. 
With  joyful  found  proclaims  the  cover'd  vale. 

Whene'er  his  flocks  the  lovely  ihepherd  drove. 
To  neighbouring  waters,  to  the  neighbouring  grove ; 
To  Jordan's  flood,  refrefli'd  by  cooling  wind. 
Or  Cedron's  brook,  to  moffy  banks  confin'd ; 
In  eafy  notes,  and  guife  of  lowly  fwain, 
'Twas  thus  he  charm 'd  and  taught  the  liflening  train : 

The  Lord  's  my  fliepherd,  bountiful  and  good, 
I  cannot  want,  fince  he  provides  me  food ; 
Me  for  his  fheep  along  the  verdant  meads. 
Me,  all  too  mean,  his  tender  mercy  leads. 
To  tafl:e  the  fprings  of  life,  and  tafte  repofe 
Wherever  living  pafture  fweetly  grows. 
And  as  I  cannot  want,  I  need  not  fear. 
For  ftill  the  prefence  of  my  fliepherd  *s  near ; 
Through  darkfome  vales,  where  beafl:s  of  prey  refort. 
Where  Death  appears  with  all  his  dreadful  court. 
His  rod  and  hook  direct  me  when  I  ftray. 
He  calls  to  fold,  and  they  direft  my  way. 

Perhaps,  when  feated  on  the  river's  brink. 
He  faw  the  tender  flieep  at  noon-day  drink. 
He  fung  the  land  where  milk  and  honey  glide. 
And  fattening  Plenty  rolls  upon  the  tide. 

Or,  fix'd  within  the  freflinefs  of  a  ftiade, 
Whofe  boughs  difi^ufe  their  leaves  around  his  head. 
He  borrow'd  notions  from  the  kind  retreat. 
Then  fung  the  righteous  in  their  happy  ftate. 
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And  how,  by  ProvidentiaJ  care,  fuccefs 

Shall  all  their  adlions  in  due  f^afon  blefs ; 

So  firm  they  ftand,  fo  beautiful  they  look. 

As  planted  trees  afide  ♦^he  purling  brook  : 

Not  faded  by  the  rays  that  parch  the  plain. 

Nor  careful  for  the  want  of  dropping  rain  : 

The  leaves  fprout  forth,  the  rifing  branches  fhoot. 

And  Summer  crowns  them  with  the  ripen'd  fruit. 

But  if  the  flowery  field,  with  varied  hue. 
And  native  fweetnefs,  entertain 'd  his  view  ; 
The  flowery  field  with  all  the  glorious  throng 
Of  lively  colours  rofe,  to  paint  his  fong ; 
Its  pride  and  fall  within  the  numbers  ran. 
And  fpake  the  life  of  tranfitory  man. 
As  grafs  arifes  by  degrees  unfeen 
To  deck  the  breaft  of  Earth  with  lovely  green. 
Till  Nature's  order  brings  the  withering  days. 
And  all  the  Summer's  beauteous  pomp  decays; 
So,  by  degrees  unfeen,  doth  man  arife. 
So  blooms  by  courfe,  and  fo  by  courfe  he  dies. 
Or  as  her  head  the  gawdy  floweret  heaves. 
Spreads  to  the  fun,  and  boalls  her  filken  leaves. 
Till  accidental  winds  their  glory  ftied. 
And  then  they  fall  before  the  time  to  fade ; 
So  man  appears,  fo  falls  in  all  his  prime. 
Ere  Age  approaches  on  the  fleps  of  Time. 

But  thee,  my  God  !  thee  ftill  the  fame  we  find. 
Thy  glory  lafting,  and  thy  mercy  kind ; 
That  IHU  the  juft,  and  all  his  race,  may  know 
No  caufe  to  mourn  their  fwift  account  below. 
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When  from  beneath  he  faw  the  v.'anderlng  Iheep, 
That  graz'd  the  level,  range  along  the  lleep. 
Then  rofe,  the  wanton  ftragglers  home  to  call. 
Before  the  pearly  dews  at  evening  fall ; 
Perhaps  new  thoughts  the  rifing  ground  fupply. 
And  that  employs  his  mind  which  fills  his  eye. 
From  pointed  hills,  he  cries,  my  wifhes  tend. 
To  that  great  hill  from  whence  fupports  defcend  : 
The  Lord's  that  hill,  that  place  of  fure  defence. 
My  wants  obtain  their  certain  help  from  thence. 
And  as  large  hills  projected  Ihadows  throw. 
To  ward  the  fun  from  off  the  vales  below. 
Or  for  their  fafety  flop  the  blaft  above. 
That,  with  raw  vapours  loaded,  nightly  rove ; 
So  fhall  protedtion  o'er  his  fervants  fpread. 
And  I  repofe  beneath  the  facred  fhade. 
Unhurt  by  rage,  that,  like  a  fummer's  day, 
Deftroys  and  fcorches  with  impetuous  ray  ; 
By  wafting  forrows,  undepriv'd  of  reft. 
That  fall,  like  damps  by  moon-fhine,  on  the  breaft. 
Here  from  the  mind  the  profpefts  feem  to  wear. 
And  leave  the  couch 'd  defign  appearing  bare ; 
And  now  no  more  the  Shepherd  fnigs  his  hill. 
But  fmgs  the  fovereign  Lord's  protection  ftill. 
For  as  he  fees  the  night  prepar'd  to  come. 
On  wings  of  Evening  he  prepares  for  home ; 
And  in  the  fong  thus  adds  a  blefling  more. 
To  what  the  thought  within  the  figure  bore  : 
Eternal  Goodnefs  manifeftly  ftill 
Preferves  my  foul  from  each  approach  of  ill : 
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Ends  all  my  days,  as  all  my  days  begin. 
And  keeps  my  goings,  and  my  comings-in. 

Here  think  the  finking  fun  defcends  apace. 
And,  from  thy  firft  attempt,  my  fancy  ceafe ; 
Here  bid  the  ruddy  ftiepherd  quit  the  plain. 
And  to  the  fold  return  his  flocks  again. 
Go,  left  the  lion,  or  the  fhagged  bear. 
Thy  tender  lambs  with  favage  hunger  tear ; 
Though  neither  bear  nor  lion  match  thy  might. 
When  in  their  rage  they  ftood  reveal'd  to  fight; 
Go,  left  thy  wanton  fheep  returning  home. 
Should,  as  they  pafs,  through  doubtful  darknefs  roam. 
Go,  ruddy  youth,  to  Bethlem  turn  thy  way. 
On  Bethlem's  road  conclude  the  parting  day. 

Methinks  he  goes  as  twilight  leads  the  night. 
And  fees  the  crefcent  rife  with  filver  light ; 
His  words  confider  all  the  fparkling  fhovv 
With  which  the  ftars  in  golden  order  glow. 
And  what  is  man,  he  cries,  that  thus  thy  kind. 
Thy  wondrous  love,  has  lodg'd  him  in  thy  mind  ? 
For  him  they  glitter,  him  the  beafts  of  prey. 
That  fcare  my  fheep,  and  thefe  my  fheep  obey. 
O  Lord,  our  Lord,  with  hovv  deferv'd  a  fame. 
Does  earth  record  the  glories  of  thy  name  ! 
Then,  as  he  thus  devoutly  walks  along. 
And  finds  the  road  has  finifn'd  with  the  fong. 
He  fings,  with  lifted  hands  and  lifted  eyes. 
Be  this,  my  God,  an  evening  facriiice. 

But  now,  the  lowly  dales,  the  trembling  groves. 
O'er  which  the  whifper'd  breeze  ferenely  roves. 
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Leave  all  the  courfe  of  working  fancy  clear. 
Or  only  grace  another  fubjeft  here; 
For  in  my  purpofe  new  defigns  arife. 
Whole  brightening  images  engage  mine  eyes. 
Then  here,  my  verfe,  thy  louder  accents  raife. 
Thy  theme  through  lofty  paths  of  glory  trace  j 
Call  forth  his  honours  in  imperial  throngs. 
And  ftrive  to  touch  his  more  exalted  fongs. 

While  yet  in  humble  vales  his  harp  he  ftrung. 
While  yet  he  follow 'd  after  ewes  with  young. 
Eternal  Wifdom  chofe  him  for  his  own. 
And  from  the  flock  advanc'd  him  to  the  throne ; 
That  there  his  upright  heart,  and  prudent  hand. 
With  more  diftinguilli'd  fkill,  and  high  command. 
Might  adl  the  (hepherd  in  a  noble  fphere. 
And  take  his  nation  into  regal  care. 
He  could  of  mercy  then,  and  julHce  fmg, 
Thofe  radiant  virtues  that  adorn  a  king. 
That  make  his  reign  blaze  forth  with  bright  renown. 
Beyond  thofe  gems  whofe  fplendour  decks  a  crown : 
That  fixing  peace,  by  temper'd  love  and  fear. 
Make  plains  abound,  and  barren  mountains  bare. 
To  thee,  to  whom  thefe  attributes  belong. 
To  thee,  my  God,  he  cry'd,  I  fend  my  fong ; 
To  thee,  from  whom  my  regal  glory  came, 
I  fing  the  forms  in  which  my  court  I  frame ; 
Affift  the  models  of  imperfeft  fkill, 
O  come,  with  facred  aid,  and  fix  my  will. 
A  wife  behaviour  in  my  private  ways. 
And  all  my  foul  difpos'd  to  public  peace. 
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Shall  daily  ftrive  to  let  my  fubjefts  fee 
A  perfeft  pattern  how  to  live,  in  me. 
Still  will  I  think,  as  ftill  my  glories  rife, 
To  fet  no  wicked  thing  before  mine  eyes. 
Nor  will  I  choofe  the  favourites  of  ftate. 
Among  thofe  men  that  have  incurr'd  thine  hate, 
Whofe  vice  but  makes  them  fcandaloufly  great ; 
'Tis  time  that  all,  whofe  froward  rage  of  heart 
Would  vex  my  realm,  fhall  from  my  realm  depart ; 
'Tis  time  that  all,  whofe  private  flandering  lye 
Leads  Judgment  falfely,  fhall  by  Judgment  dye. 
And  time  the  great,  who  loofe  the  reins  to  pride. 
Shall  with  neglecl  and  fcorn  be  laid  afide ; 
But  o'er  the  trafts  that  my  commands  obey, 
I  '11  fend  my  light,  with  fharp  difarming  ray. 
Through  dark  retreats,  where  humble  minds  abide. 
Through  fliades  of  peace,  where  modefc  tempers  hide ; 
To  find  the  good  that  may  fapport  my  Hate, 
And,  having  found  them,  then  to  make  them  great. 
My  voice  fhall  raife  them  from  the  lonely  cell. 
With  me  to  govern,  and  with  me  to  dwell. 
My  voice  fhall  Flattery  and  Deceit  difgrace. 
And  in  their  room  exulted  virtue  place  ; 
That,  with  an  early  care,  and  ftedfaft  hand. 
The  wicked  perUh  from  the  faithful  land. 

When  on  the  throne  he  fate  in  calm  repofe. 
And  v.'ith  a  royal  hope  his  offspring  rofe. 
His  prayers,  anticipating  time,  reveal 
Their  deep  concernment  for  the  public  weal : 
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Upon  a  good  forecafted  thought  they  run. 
For  common  bleffings  in  the  king  begun  : 
For  righteoufnefs  and  judgment  ftridlly  fair. 
Which  from  the  king  defcends  upon  his  heir. 
So  when  his  life  and  all  his  labour  ceafe. 
The  reign  fucceeding,  brings  fucceeding  peace  ; 
So  flill  the  poor  Ihall  find  impartial  laws. 
And  orphans  ftill  a  guardian  of  their  caufe  : 
And  ilern  Oppreffion  have  its  galling  yoke. 
And  rabid  teeth  of  prey,  to-pleces  broke. 
Then,  wondering  at  the  glories  of  his  way. 
His  friends  fhall  love,  his  daunted  foes  obey ; 
For  peaceful  commerce  neighbouring  kings  apply. 
And  with  great  prefents  court  the  grand  ally. 
For  him  rich  gums  fhall  fweet  Arabia  bear. 
For  him  rich  Sheba  mines  of  gold  prepare ; 
Him  Tharfis,  him  the  foreign  ifles  fhall  greet. 
And  every  nation  bend  beneath  his  feet. 
And  thus  his  honours  far-extended  grow. 
The  type  of  great  MefTiah's  reign  below. 

But  worldly  realms,  that  in  his  accents  fhine. 
Are  left  beneath  the  fuU-advanc'd  defign ; 
When  thoughts  of  empire  in  the  mind  encreafe 
O'er  all  the  limits  that  determine  place. 
If  thus  the  monarch's  rifmg  fancy  move 
To  fearch  for  more  unbounded  realms  above. 
In  which  celeftial  courts  the  king  maintains. 
And  o'er  the  vafl  extent  of  nature  reigns ; 
He  then  defcribes,  in  elevated  words. 
His  Ifrael's  fhepherd,  as  the  Lord  of  Lords. 

M    3 


i66  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

How  bright  between  the  Cherubims  he  fits. 

What  dazzling  luftre  all  his  throne  emits ; 

How  Righteoufnefs,  with  Judgment  join'd,  fupport 

The  regal  feat,  and  dignify  the  court ; 

How  faireft  honour,  and  majeflic  ftate. 

The  prefence  grace,  and  ftrength  and  beauty  wait ; 

What  glittering  minifters  around  him  ftand. 

To  fly  like  winds,  or  flames,  at  his  command. 

How  fure  the  beams,  on  which  his  palace  rife. 

Are  fet  in  waters,  rais'd  above  the  (kies ; 

How  wide  the  fkies,  like  out-fpread  curtains,  fly 

To  veil  majeftic  light  from  human  eye  ; 

Or  form'd  the  wide-expanded  vaults  above. 

Where  ftorms  are  bounded,  tho'  they  feem  to  rove ; 

Where  fire,  and  hail,  and  vapour,  fo  fulfil 

The  wife  intentions  of  their  Maker's  will ; 

How  well  't  is  {een  the  great  Eternal  Mind 

Rides  on  the  clouds,  and  walks  upon  the  wind. 

O,  wondrous  Lord  1  how  bright  thy  glories  fhine 
The  heavens  declare,  for  what  they  boail:  is  thine  ; 
And  yon  blue  tradt,  enrich 'd  with  orbs  of  light. 
In  all  its  handy-work  difplays  thy  might. 

Again  the  Monarch  touch 'd  another  ftrain. 
Another  province  claim'd  his  verfe  again. 
Where  goodnefs  infinite  has  fix'd  a  fway, 
Whofe  out-ftretch'd  limits  are  the  bounds  of  day. 
Beneath  this  empire  of  extended  air. 
Yet  ftill  in  reach  of  Providence's  care, 
God  plac'd  the  rounded  earth  with  ftedfaft  hand. 
And  bid  the  bafis  ever  firmly  Hand  ;  . 
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He  bid  the  mountains  from  Confufion's  heaps 
Exalt  their  fummits,  and  afTume  their  fhapes. 
He  bid  the  waters  like  a  garment  fpread. 
To  form  large  feas,  and,  as  he  fpake,  they  fled. 
His  voice,  his  thunder,  made  the  waves  obey. 
And  forward  haften,  till  they  form'd  the  fea; 
Then,  left  with  lawlefs  rage  the  furges  roar, 
He  mark'd  their  bounds,  and  girt  them  in  v/ith  Ihore. 
He  fill'd  the  land  with  brooks,  that  trembling  fteal 
Through  winding  hills,  along  the  flowery  vale  ; 
To  which  the  beafts,  that  graze  the  vale,  retreat 
For  cool  refreftiings  in  the  fummer's  heat ; 
While,  perch 'd  in  leaves  upon  the  tender  fprays. 
The  birds  around  their  finging  voices  raife. 
He  makes  the  vapours,  which  he  taught  to  fly, 
Forfake  the  chambers  of  the  clouds  on  high. 
And  golden  harveft,  rich  with  ears  of  grain 
And  fpiry  blades  of  grafs,  adorn  the  plain  ; 
And  grapes  luxuriant  chcar  the  foul  with  wine. 
And  ointment  flied,  to  make  the  vifage  ftiine. 
Through  trunks  of  trees  fermenting  fap  proceeds. 
To  feed,  and  tinge  the  living  boughs  it  feeds  : 
So  flioots  the  fir,  where  airy  ftorks  abide. 
So  cedar,  Lebanon's  afpiring  pride, 
Whofe  birds,  by  God's  appointment,  in  their  neft. 
With  green  furrounded,  lie  fecure  of  reft ; 
Where  fmall  increafe  the  barren  mountains  give. 
There  kines,  adapted  to  the  feeding,  live ; 
There  flocks  of  goats  in  healthy  paftures  browfe. 
And,  in  their  rocky  entrails,  rabbits  houfe. 
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Where  forefts,  thick  with  fhrubs,  entangled  ftand, 

Untrod  the  roads,  and  defolate  the  land. 

There  clofe  in  coverts  hide  the  bealb  of  prey. 

Till  heavy  darknefs  creeps  upon  the  day. 

Then  roar  with  Hunger's  voice,  and  range  abroad. 

And,  in  their  method,  feek  their  meat  from  God ; 

And,  when  the  dawning  edge  of  eaflern  air 

Begins  to  purple,  to  their  dens  repair. 

Man,  next  fucceeding,  from  the  fweet  repofe 

Of  downy  beds,  to  work  appointed  goes. 

When  firft  the  morning  fees  the  rifmg  fun. 

He  fees  their  labours  both  at  once  begun  ; 

And,  night  returning  with  its  ftarry  train. 

Perceives  their  labours  done  at  once  again. 

O  !  manifold  in  works  fupremely  wife. 

How  well  thy  gracious  ftore  the  world  fupplles ! 

How  all  thy  creatures  on  thy  goodnefs  call. 

And  that  bellows  a  due  fupport  for  all ! 

When  from  an  open  hand  thy  favours  flow. 

Rich  Bounty  Hoops  to  vifit  us  below ; 

When  from  thy  hand  no  mere  thy  favours  ftream. 

Back  to  the  dull  we  turn,  from  whence  we  came ; 

And  when  thy  fpirit  gives  the  vital  heat, 

A  fure  fucceffion  keeps  the  Kinds  compleat ; 

The  propagated  feeds  their  forms  retain. 

And  all  the  face  of  earth's  renew'd  again. 

Thus,  as  you  've  feen  th'  effeft  reveal  the  caufe. 

Is  Nature's  ruler  known  in  Nature's  laws  ; 

Thus  ftill  his  power  is  o'er  the  world  difplay'd. 

And  ftill  rejoices  in  the  world  he  made. 


DAVID. 
The  Lord  he  reigns,  the  King  of  kings  is  king  j 
Let  nations  praife,  and  praifes  learn  to  fing. 

My  verfes  here  may  change  their  ftile  again. 
And  trace  the  Pfalmift  in  another  ftrain ; 
Where  all  his  foul  the  foldier's  fpirit  warms. 
And  to  the  mufic  fits  the  found  of  arms ; 
\Vhere  brave  diforder  does  in  numbers  dwell. 
And  artful  number  fpeaks  diforder  well. 
Arife,  my  genius,  and  attempt  the  praife 
Of  dreaded  power,  and  perilous  effays ; 
And  where  his  accents  are  too  nobly  great. 
Like  diftant  echoes,  give  the  faint  repeat : 
For  who,  like  him,  with  enterprizing  pen. 
Can  paint  the  Lord  of  Hofls  in  wrath  with  men  ? 
Or,  with  juft  images  of  tuneful  lay. 
Set  all  his  terrors  in  their  fierce  array  ? 
He  comes !   The  tumult  of  difcording  fpheres. 
The  quivering  fhocks  of  earth,  confefs  their  fears ; 
Thick  fmoak  precede,  and  blafts  of  angry  breath. 
That  kindle  dread  devouring  flames  of  death. 
He  comes  !   the  firmament,  with  difmal  night. 
Bows  down,  and  feems  to  fall  upon  the  light ; 
The  darkling  mills  enwrap  his  head  around. 
The  waters  deluge,  and  the  tempefts  found ; 
While  on  the  cherub's  purple  wings  he  flies. 
And  plants  his  black  pavilion  in  the  Ikies. 
He  comes  !   the  clouds  remove  ;  the  rattling  hail, 
Defcending,  bounds,  and  fcatters  o'er  the  vale  ; 
His  voice -is  heard,  his  thunder  fpeaks  his  ire. 
His  lightning  blalis  with  blue  fulphureous  fire; 
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His  brandilh'd  bolts  with  fwift  commiffion  go. 

To  punifh  man's  rebellious  afts  below. 

His  Hern  rebukes  lay  deepeft  ocean  bare. 

And  folid  earth,  by  wide  eruption,  tear. 

Then  glares  the  naked  gulph  with  difmal  ray. 

And  then  the  dark  foundations  fee  the  day  : 

O  God !  let  mercy  this  thy  war  afTwage  : 

Alas !  no  mortal  can  fuftain  thy  rage. 

While  I  but  ftrive  the  dire  efFedts  to  tell. 

And  on  another's  words  attentive  dwell, 

Confufing  paffions  in  my  bofom  roll. 

And  all  in  tumult  work  the  troubled  foul : 

Remorfe  with  pity,  fear  with  forrow  blend. 

And  I  but  ftrive  in  vain ;  my  verfe,  defcend. 

To  lefs  afpiring  paths  direfi:  thy  flight. 

Though  ftill  the  lefs  may  more  than  match  thy  might ; 

While  I  to  fecond  agents  tune  the  ftrings. 

And  Ifrael's  warrior  Ifrael's  battles  fmgs ; 

Great  warrior  he,  and  great  to  ling  of  war, 

Whofe  lines   (if  ever  lines  prevail'd  fo  far) 

Might  pitch  the  tents,  compofe  the  ranks  anew. 

To  combat  found,  and  bring  the  toil  to  view. 

O  nation  moft  fecurely  rais'd  in  name, 

Whofe  fair  records  he  wrote  for  endlefs  fame ; 

O  nation  oft  vidorious  o'er  thy  foes. 

At  once  thy  conquefts,  and  thy  thanks  he  fhov/s ; 

For  thus  he  fung  the  realms  that  muft  be  thine. 

And  made  thee  thus  confefs  an  aid  divine. 

When  Mercy  Inok'd,  the  waves  perceiv'd  its  fway. 

And  Ifrael  pafs'd  the  deep  divided  fea. 


When  Mercy  fpake  it,  haughty  Pharaoh's  hoft. 
And  haughty  Pharaoh,  by  the  waves  were  toft. 
When  Mercy  led  us  through  the  defert  fand. 
We  reach'd  the  borders  of  the  promis'd  land  : 
Then  all  the  kings  their  gather'd  armies  brought. 
And  all  thofe  kings  by  Mercy's  help  we  fought : 
There,  with  their  monarch,  Amor's  people  bleed. 
For  God  was  gracious,  and  the  tribes  fucceed. 
There  monftrous  Ogg  was  fell'd  on  Bafan's  plain. 
For  God  was  gracious  to  the  tribes  again. 
At  length  their  yoke  the  realms  of  Canaan  feel. 
And  Ifrael  fings  that  God  is  gracious  ftill. 

Nor  has  the  warlike  prince  alone  inroll'd 
The  wondrous  feats  their  fathers  did  of  old  ; 
His  own  emblazon'd  adls  adorn  his  lays, 
Thefe  too  may  challenge  juft  returns  of  praife. 
My  God  !  he  cries,  my  fureft  rock  of  might. 
My  truft  in  dangers,  and  my  fhield  in  fight ; 
Thy  matchlefs  bounties  I  with  gladnefs  own. 
Nor  find  afliftance  but  from  thee  alone  : 
Thy  ftrength  is  armour,  and  my  path  fuccefs. 
No  power  like  thee  can  thus  fecurely  blefs. 
When  troops  united  would  arreft  my  courfe, 
T  break  their  files,  and  through  their  order  force  j 
When  in  their  towns  they  keep,  my  fiege  I  form. 
And  leap  the  battlements,  and  lead  the  ftorm ; 
And  when  in  camps  abroad  intrench'd  they  lie. 
As  fvvift  as  hinds  in  chace  I  bound  on  high ; 
My  ftrenuous  arms  thou  teacheft  how  to  kill. 
And  fnap  in  funder  temper'd  bows  of  Heel  j 
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My  moving  footfteps  are  enlarg'd  by  thee. 

And  kept  from  fnares  of  planned  ambufh  free ; 

And  when  my  foes  forfake  the  field  of  fight. 

Then,  flufh'd  with  conqueft,  I  purfue  their  flight ; 

In  vain  their  fears,  that  almoft  reach  defpair. 

The  trembling  wretches  from  mine  anger  bear ; 

As  fwift  as  fear  brilk  warmth  of  conqueft  goes. 

And  at  my  feet  dejedls  the  wounded  foes ; 

For  help  they  call,  but  find  their  helper 's  gone. 

For  God 's  againft  them,  and  I  drive  them  on 

As  whirling  duft  in  airy  tumult  fly. 

Before  the  tempeft  that  involves  the  fky ; 

And,  in  my  rage's  unavoided  fway, 

I  tread  their  necks  like  abjedl  heaps  of  clay. 

The  warrior  thus  in  fong  his  deeds  exprefs'd. 
Nor  vainly  boafted  what  he  but  confefs'd; 
While  warlike  adions  were  proclaim'd  abroad. 
That  all  their  praifes  fhould  refer  to  God. 

And  here,  to  make  this  bright  defign  arife. 
In  fairer  fplendor  to  the  nation's  eyes. 
From  private  valour  he  converts  his  lays. 
For  yet  the  publick  claim'd  attempts  of  pralfe; 
And  public  conquefts  where  they  jointly  fought. 
Thus  ftand  recorded  by  reflefting  thought ; 
God  fent  his  Samuel  from  his  holy  feat 
To  bear  the  promlfe  of  my  future  ftate. 
And  I,  rejoicing,  fee  the  tribes  fulfil 
The  promis'd  purpofe  of  Almighty  will : 
Subjefted  Sichera,  fweet  Samaria's  plain. 
And  Succoth's  valleys,  have  confefs'd  my  reign  j 
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Remoter  Gilead's  hilly  tradls  obey, 
Manafleh's  parted  fands  accept  my  fvvay ; 
Strong  Ephraim's  fons  and  Ephraim's  ports  are  mine. 
And  mine  the  throne  of  princely  Judah's  line; 
Then  fmce  my  people  with  my  ftandard  go. 
To  bring  the  ftrength  of  adverfe  empire  low. 
Let  Moab's  foil,  to  vile  fubjeftion  brought. 
With  groans  declare  how  well  our  ranks  have  fought  | 
Let  vanquifh'd  Edom  bow  its  humbled  head. 
And  tell  how  pompous  on  its  pride  I  tread ; 
And  now,  Philiftia,  with  thy  conquering  hoft, 
Difmay'd  and  broke,  of  conquer'd  Ifrael  boaft  ; 
But  if  a  Seer  or  Rabbah  yet  remain 
On  Johemaan's  hill,  or  Amon's  plain. 
Lead  forth  our  armies.  Lord,  regard  our  prayer ; 
Lead,  Lord  of  battles,  and  we'll  conquer  there. 
As  this  the  warrior  fpake,  his  heart  arofe. 
And  thus,  with  grateful  turn,  perform'd  the  clofe  : 
Though  men  to  men  their  bell  affiflance  lend. 
Yet  men  alone  will  but  in  vain  befriend ; 
Through  God  we  work  exploits  of  high  renown, 
'Tis  God  that  treads  our  great  oppofers  down. 

Hear  now  the  praife  of  well-difputed  fields. 
The  beft  return  viftorious  honour  yields ; 
'Tis  common  good  rellor'd,  when  lovely  Peace 
Is  join'd  with  Righteoufnefs  in  ftrid  embrace  ; 
Hear,  all  ye  viftors,  what  your  fvvord  fecures. 
Hear,  all  ye  nations,  for  the  caufe  is  yours ; 
And  when  the  joyful  trumpets  loudly  found. 
When  groaning  captives  in  theii-  ranks  are  bound. 
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When  pillars  lift  the  bloody  plumes  in  air. 
And  broken  fhafts  and  batter'd  armour  bear ; 
When  painted  arches  adls  of  war  relate. 
When  flow  proceffion's  pomps  augment  the  ftate ; 
When  fame  relates  their  worth  among  the  throng. 
Thus  take  from  David  their  triumphant  fong : 
Oh,  clap  your  hands  together  !  oh,  rejoice. 
In  God,  with  melody's  exalted  voice; 
Your  facrcd  Pfalm  within  his  dwelling  raifc. 
And,  for  a  pure  oblation,  offer  praife  ; 
For  the  rich  goodnefs  plentifully  fliows 
He  profpers  our  defign  upon  our  foes. 
Then  hither,  all  ye  nations,  hither  run. 
Behold  the  wonders  v/hich  the  Lord  has  done ; 
Behold,  with  what  a  mind,  the  heap  of  flain. 
He  fpreads  the  fanguine  furface  of  the  plain ; 
He  makes  the  wars,  that  mad  confufion  hurl'd. 
Be  fpent  in  vidlories,  and  leave  the  world. 
He  breaks  the  bended  bows,  the  fpears  of  ire. 
And  burns  the  Ihatter'd  chariots  in  the  fire. 
And  bids  the  realms  be  ftill,  the  tumult  ceafe. 
And  know  the  Lord  of  war,  for  Lord  of  peace. 
Now  may  the  tender  youth  in  goodnefs  rife. 
Beneath  the  guidance  of  their  parents  eyes. 
As  tall  young  poplars,  when  the  ranger 's  nigh. 
To  watch  their  riflngs,  left  they  ftioot  awry. 
Now  may  the  beauteous  Daughters,  bred  with  care. 
In  modeft  rules,  and  pious  ads  of  fear. 
Like  polifh'd  corners  of  the  Temple  be. 
So  bright,  fo  fpotlefs,  and  fo  fit  for  thee. 
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Now  may  the  various  feafons  blefs  the  foil. 

And  plenteous  Gardeners  pay  the  Ploughman's  toil; 

Now  flieep  and  kine,  upon  the  flowery  meads, 

Encreafe  in  thoufands,  and  ten  thoufand  heads ; 

And  now  no  more  the  found  of  grief  complains 

For  thofe  that  fall  in  fight,  or  live  in  chains ; 

Here,  when  the  bleflings  are  proclaim'd  aloud. 

Join  all  the  voices  of  the  thankful  crowd  ; 

Let  all  that  feel  them  thus  confefs  their  part. 

Thus  own  their  worth,  with  one  united  heart ; 

Happy  the  realm  which  God  vouchfafes  to  blefs 

With  all  the  glories  of  a  bright  fuccefs ! 

And  happy  thrice  the  realm,  if  thus  he  pleafe 

To  crown  thofe  glories  with  the  fweets  of  eafe ; 

From  warfare  finilh'd  on  a  chain  of  thought. 

To  bright  attempts  of  future  rapture  wrought ; 

Yet  ftronger,  yet  thy  pinions  ftronger  raife, 

O  Fancy,  reigning  in  the  power  of  lays. 

For  Sion's  Hill  thine  airy  courfes  hold, 

'Twas  there  thy  David  prophefy'd  of  old  ; 

And  there  devout  in  contemplation  fit. 

In  holy  vifion,  and  extatic  fit. 

Methinks  I  feem  to  feel  the  charm  begin. 
Now  fweet  Contentment  tunes  my  foul  within ; 
Now  wondrous  foft  arifing  mufic  plays. 
And  now  full  founds  upon  the  fenfe  increafe  ; 
Fit  David's  lyre,  his  artful  fingers  move. 
To  court  the  fpirit  from  the  realms  above ; 
And,  pleas'd  to  come  where  holinefs  attends, 
I'he  courted  fpirit  from  above  defcends. 


176  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 

Hence  on  the  lyre  and  voice  new  graces  reft. 

And  bright  prophetic  forms  enlarge  the  bread  j 

Hence  firm  decrees  his  myftic  hymns  relate, 

Affix'd  in  heaven's  adamantine  gate. 

The  glories  of  the  moft  important  age. 

And  Chrift's  bleft  empire  feen  by  fure  prefage. 

When,  in  a  diftant  view,  with  inward  eyes. 
He  fees  the  Son  defcending  from  the  Ikies, 
To  take  the  form  of  Man  for  Mankind's  fake, 
'Tis  thus  he  makes  the  great  Meffiah  fpeak  : 
It  is  not.  Father,  blood  of  bullocks  flain 
Can  cleanfe  the  World  from  univerfal  ftain ; 
Such  offerings  are  not  here  requir'd  by  thee. 
But  point  at  mine,  and  leave  the  work  for  me; 
To  perfeft  which,  as  fervants  ears  they  drill. 
In  fign  of  opening  to  their  Maimer's  will ; 
Thy  will  would  open  mine,  and  have  me  bear 
My  fign  of  Minillry,  the  body  there. 
Prophetic  volumes  of  our  ftate  afTign 
The  world's  redemption  as  an  adl  of  mine ; 
And  lo,  with  chearful  and  obedient  heart, 
I  come,  my  Father,  to  perform  my  part. 
So  fpake  the  Son,  and  left  his  throng  above. 
When  wings  to  bear  him  were  prepar'd  by  Love ; 
When  with  their  Monarch,  on  the  great  defcent. 
Sweet  Humblenefs  and  gentle  Patience  went ; 
Fair  fillers  both,  both  blefs'd  in  his  efteem. 
And  both  appointed  here  to  wait  on  him. 

But  now,  before  the  Prophet's  ravifh'd  eyes. 
Succeeding  Profpefts  of  his  Life  arife ; 
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And  here  he  teaches  all  the  world  to  fing 
Thofe  ftrains  in  which  the  nation  own'd  him  King. 
When  boughs  as  at  an  holy  feaft  they  bear. 
To  {hew  the  Godhead  manifefted  there ; 
And  garments,  as  a  mark  of  glory,  ftrow'd, 
Declar'd  a  Prince  proclaim'd  upon  the  road  : 
This  day  the  Lord  hath  made,  we  will  employ- 
In  fongs,  he  cries,  and  confecrate  to  joy. 
Hofannah,  Lord,  Hofannah,  fhed  thy  peace ; 
Hofannah,  long-expe£ling  nations  grace  ; 
Oh,  blefs'd  in  honour's  height  triumphant  thou. 
That  waft  to  come,  oh,  blefs  thy  people  now. 

'Twere  eafy  dwelling  here  with  fix'd  delight. 
And  much  the  fweet  engagement  of  the  fight ; 
But  fleeting  vifions  each  on  other  throng. 
And  change  the  mufic,  and  demand  the  fong  : 
Ah  !  mufic  chang'd  by  fadly  moving  fhow  : 
Ah  !   fong  demanded  in  excefs  of  woe  ! 
For  what  was  all  the  gracious  Saviour's  ftay, 
Whilft  here  he  trod  in  Life's  encumber'd  way. 
But  troubled  patience,  perfecuted  breath, 
Neglefted  forrows,  and  affllfting  death  ; 
Approach,  ye  fmners  ;  think  the  garden  ftiows 
His  bloody  fvveat  of  full  arifmg  throws ; 
Approach  his  grief,  and  hear  him  thus  complain. 
Through  David's  perfon,  and  in  David's  ftrain. 

Oh,  fave  me,  God,  thy  floods  about  me  roll. 
Thy  wrath  divine  hath  overflow'd  my  foul : 
I  come  at  length  where  rifing  waters  drown. 
And  fink  in  deep  afflidlion,  deeply  down. 
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Deceitful  fnares,  to  bring  me  to  the  dead. 
Lie  ready  plac'd  in  every  path  I  tread ; 
And  Hell  itlelf,  with  all  that  Hell  contains. 
Of  fiends  accurs'd,  and  dreadful  change  of  pains  ; 
To  daunt  firm  will,  and  crofs  the  good  defign'd. 
With  ftrong  temptations  faflen  on  the  mind ; 
Such  grief,  fuch  forrows,  in  amazing  view, 
Diftracled  fears  and  heavmefs  purfue. 
Ye  fages,  deeply  read  in  human  frame. 
The  pallions'  caufes,  and  their  wild  extreme  ; 
Where  mov'd  an  objedl  more  oppos'd  to  blifs. 
What  other  agony  could  equal  his  ? 

The  mufic  ftill  proceeds  with  mournful  airs. 
And  fpeaks  the  dangers,  as  it  fpeaks  the  fears. 
Oh,  facred  Prefence,  from  the  Son  withdrawn  : 
Oh,  God,  my  Father,  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Oh,  muft  my  foul  bewail  tormenting  pain. 
And  all  my  words  of  anguilli  fall  in  vain  ? 
The  trouble 's  near,  in  which  my  life  will  end  ; 
But  none  is  near,  that  wUl  alTillance  lend  ; 
Like  Badian's  bulls,  my  foes  againft  me  throng. 
So  proud,  inhuman,  numberlefs,  and  ftrong. 
Like  defert  lions,  on  their  prey  they  go. 
So  much  their  fierce  defire  of  blood  they  fhow  : 
As  ploughers  wound  the  ground,  they  tore  my  back. 
And  long  deep  furrows  manifeft  the  track. 
They  pierc'd  my  tender  hands,  my  tender  feet. 
And  caus'd  Iharp  pangs ,  where  nerves  in  num.bers  meet ; 
Rich  flreams  of  life  forfake  my  rended  veins. 
And  fall  like  water  fpill'd  upon  the  plains ; 
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My  bones,  that  us'd  in  hollow  feats  to  clofe. 
Disjoint  with  anguiOi  of  convulfive  throws ; 
My  mourning  heart  is  melted  in  my  frame. 
As  wax  diffolving  runs  before  a  flame ; 
My  Ilrength  dries  up,  my  flelh  the  moillure  leaves. 
And  on  my  tongue  my  clammy  palate  cleaves : 
Alas !   I  thirft  ;  alas  !   for  drink  I  call ; 
For  drink  they  give  me  vinegar  and  gall. 
To  fportful  game  the  favage  foldiers  go. 
And  for  my  vellure,  on  my  vefture  throw  ; 
While  all  deride,  who  fee  me  thus  forlorn. 
And  fhoot  their  lips,  and  Ihake  their  heads  In  fcorn. 
And,  with  defpiteful  jell.  Behold,  they  cry. 
The  great  peculiar  darling  of  the  Iky ; 
He  trufted  God  would  fave  his  foul  from  woe. 
Now  God  may  have  him,  if  he  loves  him  fo. 
But  to  the  dull  of  death,  by  quick  decay, 
I  come ;  O  Father,  be  not  long  away. 
And  was  it  thus,  the  Prince  of  Life  was  flain  ? 
And  was  it  thus  he  dy'd  for  worthlefs  men  ? 
Yes,  bleffed  Jefus  !  thus,  in  every  line. 
The  fafferings  which  the  Prophet  fpake  were  thine. 

Come,  Chriflian,  to  the  corpfe,  in  fpirit  come. 
And  with  true  fms  of  grief  furround  the  tomb. 
Upon  the  threfhold-ftone  let  fm  be  flain. 
Such  facrifice  will  befl:  avenge  his  pain. 
Bring  thither  then  repentance,  fighs,  and  tears. 
Bring  mortify'd  defires,  bring  holy  fears ; 
And  earneft  prayer  exprefs'd  from  thoughts  that  roll 
Through  broken  mind,  and  groanings  of  the  foul ; 
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Thefe  fcatter  on  his  hearfe,  and  fo  prepare 

Thofe  obfequies  the  Jews  deny'd  him  there  ; 

While  in  your  hearts  the  flames  of  love  may  bum. 

To  drefs  the  vault,  like  lamps  in  facred  urn. 

There  oft,  my  fcul,  in  fuch  a  grateful  way. 

Thine  humbleft  homage,  with  the  godly  pav. 
But  David  ftrikes  the  founding  chords  anew. 

And  to  thy  firft  defign  recals  thy  view  ; 

From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  he  flies. 

And  ftill  purfues  his  object  in  his  eyes ; 

And  here  recounts,  in  more  enliven'd  fong. 

The  facred  Prefence,  not  abfented  long  : 

The  flefli  not  fuffer'd  in  the  grave  to  dwell. 

The  foul  not  fufter'd  to  remain  in  hell ; 

But  as  the  conqueror,  fatigu'd  in  war. 

With  hot  purfuit  of  enemies  afar,  ■ 

Reclines  to  drink  the  torrent  gliding  by. 

Then  lifts  his  looks  to  repoflTefs  the  iky ; 

So  bow'd  the  Son,  in  life's  uneafy  road. 

With  anxious  toil  and  thorny  danger  ftrow'd ; 

So  bow'd  the  Son,  but  not  to  find  relief. 

But  tafte  the  deep  imbitter'd  floods  of  grief; 

So  when  he  tailed  thefe,  he  rais'd  his  head. 

And  left  the  fable  manfions  of  the  dead. 

Ere  mouldering  time  confum'd  the  bones  away. 

Or  flow  corruption's  worms  had  work'd  decay  : 

Here  faith's  foundations  all  the  foul  employ 

With  fpringing  graces,  fpringing  beams  of  joy ; 

Then  paus'd  the  voice,  where  nature  's  feen  to  paufe. 

And  for  a  time  fufpend  her  ancient  laws. 
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From  hence  arifing  as  the  glories  rife. 
That  muft  advance  above  the  lofty  fkies. 
He  runs  with  fprightly  fingers  o'er  the  lyre. 
And  fills  new  fongs  with  new  celeftial  fire  : 
In  which  he  Ihews,  by  fair  defcription's  ray. 
The  Chrift's  afcenfion  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
When  Juftice,  pleas'd  with  life  already  paid. 
Unbends  her  brows,  and  fheaths  her  angry  blade  ; 
And  meditates  rewards,  and  will  reftore 
What  Mercy  woo'd  him,  to  forfake  before. 
When  on  a  cloud,  with  gilded  edge  of  light. 
He  rofe  above  the  reach  of  human  fight. 
And  met  the  pomp  that  hung  aloft  in  air. 
To  make  his  honours  more  exceeding  fair ; 
See,  cries  the  Prophet,  how  the  chariots  wait 
To  bear  him  upwards,  in  triumphant  ftate. 
By  twenty  thoufands  in  unnumber'd  throng, 
And  Angels  draw  the  glittering  ranks  along. 
The  Lord  amongft  them  fits  in  glory  drefs'd. 
Nor  more  the  Prefence,  Sinai  Mount  confeft. 
And  nov/  the  chariots  have  begun  to  fly. 
The  triumph  moves,  the  Lord  afcends  on  high. 
And  Sin  and  Satan,  us'd  to  captive  men. 
Are  dragg'd  for  captives  in  his  ample  train; 
While,  as  he  goes,  feraphic  circles  fing 
The  wondrous  conqueil  of  their  wondrous  kingj 
With  fhouts  of  joy  their  heavenly  voices  raife. 
And  with  fhrill  trumpets  manifeft  his  praife  j 
From  fuch  a  point  of  fuch  exceeding  height, 
A  while  my  verfes  ftoop  their  airy  flight, 
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And  feem  for  reft  on  Olivet  to  breathe. 
And  charge  the  two  that  ftand  in  white  beneath  ; 
That  as  they  move,  and  join  the  moving  rear 
Within  their  honour'd  hands,  aloft  thev  bear 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  crofs  on  which  he  dy'd. 
The  nails  that  pierc'd  his  limbs,  the  fpear  his  fide  ; 
Then,  where  kind  Mercy  lays  the  thunder  by. 
Where  Peace  has  hung  great  Michael's  arms  on  high 
Let  thefe  adorn  his  magazine  above. 
And  hang  the  trophies  of  vidlorious  love ; 
Left  man,  by  fiaperflitious  mind  entic'd. 
Should  idolize  whatever  touch'd  the  Chrift. 

But  ftill  the  Prophet  in  the  fpirit  foars 
To  new  Jerufalem's  imperial  doors  ; 
There  fees  and  hears  the  blefs'd  angelic  throng. 
There  feels  their  mulic,  and  records  their  fong  : 
Or,  with -the  vifion  warm'd,  attempts  to  write. 
For  thofe  inhabitants  of  native  light. 
And  teaches  harmony's  diftinguifti'd  parts. 
In  fweet  refpondence  of  united  hearts ; 
For  thus  without  might  warbling  angels  fing. 
Their  courfe  containing  on  the  flutter'd  wing. 
Eternal  gates !  your  ftately  portals  rear. 
Eternal  gates !  your  ways  of  joy  prepare  ; 
The  King  of  Glory  for  admittance  ftays  ; 
Ke  comes,  he  '11  enter,  O  prepare  your  ways ; 
Then  bright  arch-angels,  that  attend  the  wall. 
Might  thus  upon  the  beauteous  order  call : 
Ye  fellow-minifters,  that  now  proclaim 
Your  King  of  Glory,  tell  his  awful  name. 
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At  which  the  beauteous  order  will  accord. 
And  found  of  folemn  notes  pronounce  the  Lord  : 
The  Lord  endued  with  ftrength,  renown'd  for  might. 
With  fpoils  returning  from  the  finifh'd  fight. 
Again  with  lays  they  charm  the  facred  gates. 
And  graces  double,  while  the  fong  repeats ; 
Again  within  the  facred  guardians  fmg. 
And  afk  the  name  of  their  viclorious  king  ; 
And  then  again,  the  Lord  's  the  name  rebounds 
From  tongue  to  tongue,  catch'd  up  in  frequent  rounds. 

New  thrones  and  powers  appear  to  lift  the  gate. 
And  David  ftill  purfues  their  enter'd  ftate. 
Oh,  prophet !  father  !  whither  would'fl  thou  fly  ? 
Oh,  myftic  Ifrael's  chariot  for  the  fky ; 
Thou,  facred  fpirit !  what  a  wondrous  height-. 
By  thee  fupported,  foars  his  airy  flight ! 
For  glimpfe  of  Majefty  divine  is  brought. 
Among  the  fhifted  profpedts  of  the  thought  : 
Dread,  facred  fight  !  I  dare  not  gaze  for  fear. 
But  fit  beneath  the  finger's  feet,  and  hear  ; 
And  hold  each  found  that  interrupts  the  mind. 
Thus  in  a  calm  by  power  of  verfe  confin'd. 

Ye  dreadful  mlnifters  of  God,  difpleas'd. 
In  blading  tempefls  be  no  longer  rais'd  1 
Ye  deep-mouth'd  thunders,  leave  your  direful  groan. 
Nor  roll  in  hollow  clouds  around  the  throne. 
The  Itill  fmall  voice  more  juftly  will  exprefs 
How  great  Jehovah  did  the  Lord  addrefs. 
And  you  bright-feather 'd  choirs  of  endlefs  peace, 
A  while  from  tuneful  Hallelujahs  ceafe; 
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A  while  ftand  fix'd,  with  deep  attentive  care. 
You  '11  have  the  time  to  fing  for  ever  there. 
The  royal  Prophet  will  the  filence  break. 
And  in  his  words  Almighty  goodnefs  fpeak. 
He  fpake   (and  fmil'd  to  fee  the  bufmefs  done). 
Thou  art  my  firft,  my  great  begotten  Son ; 
Here  on  the  right  of  Majefty  fit  down. 
Enjoy  thy  conqueft,  and  receive  thy  Crown, 
While  I  thy  worfliip  and  renown  compleat. 
And  make  thy  foes  the  foot-ftool  of  thy  feet ; 
For  I  '11  pronounce  the  long-refolv'd  decree. 
My  facred  Sion  be  referv'd  for  thee. 
From  thence  thy  peaceful  rod  of  power  extend. 
From  thence  thy  MefTenger  of  Mercy  fend. 
And  teach  thy  vanquifh'd  enemies  to  bow. 
And  rule  where  Hell  has  fix'd  an  empire  now. 
Then  ready  nations  to  their  rightful  king 
The  free-will  offerings  of  their  hearts  fhall  bring. 
In  holy  beauties  for  acceptance  drefs'd. 
And  ready  nations  be  with  pardon  blefs'd  ; 
Meanwhile  thy  dawn  of  truth  begins  the  day, 
Enlighten'd  fubjefts  (hall  encreafe  the  fvvay  ; 
With  fuch  a  fplendid  and  unnumber'd  train. 
As  dews  in  morning  fill  the  grafly  plain. 
This  by  myfelf  I  fwore  ;  the  great  intent 
Has  paft  my  fanftion,  and  I  can't  repent : 
Thou  art  a  king,  and  prieft  of  peace  below. 
Like  Salem's  monarch,  and  for  ever  fo. 
Afk  v/hat  thou  wilt,  'tis  thine  the  Gentiles'  claim 
For  thy  pofTeilion  take,  the  world's  extreme. 
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The  kings  fliall  rage,  the  parties  ftrive  in  vain. 

By  perfecuting  rage,  to  break  thy  reign  ; 

Thou  art  my  Chrift,  and  they  that  ftill  can  be 

Rebellious  fubjefls  be  deftroy'd  by  thee. 

Bring,  like  the  Potter,  to  fevere  decay. 

Thy  worthlefs  creatures,  found  in  humble  clay  ; 

Then  hear,  ye  monarchs,  and  ye  judges  hear. 

Rejoice  with  trembling,  ferve  the  Lord  with  fear  j 

In  his  commands  with  figns  of  homage  move. 

And  kifs  the  gracious  offers  of  his  love  : 

Ye  furely  perifh  if  his  anger  flame. 

And  only  they  be  blefs'd  that  blefs  his  name. 

Thus  does  the  Chrift  in  David's  anthems  fhine. 

With  full  magnificence  of  art  divine  ; 

Then  on  his  fubjefts  gifts  of  grace  beftow. 

And  fpread  his  image  on  their  hearts  below ; 

As  when  our  earthly  kings  receive  the  globe. 

The  facred  unflion,  and  the  purple  robe. 

And  mount  the  throne  with  golden  glory  crown 'd. 

They  fcatter  medals  of  themfelves  around  ; 

There  heavenly  fingers  clap  their  vary'd  wings. 

And  lead  the  choir  of  all  created  things. 

Relate  his  glory's  everlafting  prime. 

His  fame  continued  with  the  length  of  time  ; 

While,  ere  the  fun  fhall  dart  a  gilded  beam. 

Or  changing  moons  diffufe  the  filver'd  gleam  ; 

Where-e'er  the  waves  of  rolling  ocean  fent, 

Encompafs  land  with  arms  of  wide  extent. 

Hail,  full  of  mercy  :  ready  nations  cry  ! 

Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  ever  blefs'd  on  high  ! 
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Hail,  oh,  for  ever  on  thy  beauteous  throne  I 
Thou  Lord  that  workefl  wondrous  things  alone  ! 
Still  let  thy  glory  to  the  world  appear. 
And  all  the  riches  of  thy  goodnefs  hear. 

Bat  thou,  fair  church,  in  whom  he  fixes  love. 
Thou  queen  accepted  of  the  Prince  above  ; 
Behold  him,  fairer  than  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Embrace  his  ofFer'd  heart,  and  fhare  his  reign ; 
In  Mofes'  laws  they  bred  thy  tender  years; 
But  now  to  new  commands  incline  thine  ears. 
Forget  thy  people,  bear  no  more  in  mind 
Thy  father's  houfhold,  for  thy  fpoufe  is  kind. 
Within  thy  foul  let  vain  afFeflions  die. 
Him  only  worfhip,  and  with  him  comply. 
So  ihall  thy  fpoufe's  heart  with  thine  agree. 
So  fhall  his  fervour  ftill  encreafe  for  thee. 
Come,  while  he  calls,  fupremely-favour'd  queen. 
In  heavenly  glories  drefs  thy  foul  within  ; 
With  pious  actions  to  the  throne  be  brought. 
In  clofe  copjiedlion  of  the  virtues  wrought ; 
Let  thefe  around  thee  for  a  garment  fhine. 
And  be  the  work  to  make  them  pleafmg  thine  : 
Come,  lovely  queen,  advance  with  liately  port ; 
Thy  good  companions  fhall  com  pie  at  thy  court. 
With  joyful  fouls  their  joyful  entrance  fmg. 
And  fill  the  palace  of  your  gracious  king ; 
What  though  thy  Mofes  and  the  prophets  ceafe, 
V/hat  though  the  priefihood  leaves  the  fettled  race. 
The  father's  place  their  offspring  well  fuppliss. 
When  at  thy  fpoufc's  miniilry  they  rife ; 
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When  thy  bleis'd  houiliold  on  his  order?  go. 
And  rule  for  him  where-e'er  he  reigns  below. 
Come,  Queen  exalted,  come ;  my  lailing  fong 
To  future  ages  fhall  thy  fame  prolong. 
The  joyful  nations  Ihall  thy  praife  proclaim. 
And,  for  their  fafety,  crowd  beneath  thy  name. 
Oh,  bounteous  Saviour !   flill  thy  mercy  kind. 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fervants  find ; 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fervants  fee. 
From  thee  fent  down,  and  fent  again  to  thee. 
They  fee  the  words  of  Thanks,  and  Love  divine. 
In  ftrains  myfterious  intermingled  fhine. 
As  fweet  and  rich  unite  in  coftly  waves. 
When  purling  gold  the  purpled  web  receives ; 
And  ftill  the  church  he  fhadow'd  hears  the  lays. 
In  daily  fervice,  as  an  aid  to  praife. 
At  thefe  her  temper  good  Devotion  warms. 
And  mounts  aloft  with  more  engaging  charms : 
Then,  as  flie  ftrives  to  reach  the  lofty  fey. 
Bids  Gratitude  affill  her  will  to  fly ; 
In  thefe  our  gratitude  becomes  on  fire. 
Then  feels  its  flames  improv'd  by  ftrong  defire  ; 
Then  feels  defire  in  eager  wifties  move. 
And  wifli  determine  in  the  point  of  love. 

Such  hymns  to  regulate,  and  fuch  to  raife. 
Approach,  ye  founding  inftraments  of  praife  : 
'Tis  fit  you  tune  for  him  whofe  holy  love. 
In  wifh  afpiring  to  the  choir  above, 
And  fond  to  praftife  ere  his  time  to  go. 
Devoutly  call'd  you  to  tlie  choir  below ; 
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There,  where  he  plac'd  you,  with  your  folemn  foundj 
For  God's  higli  glory,  fill  the  facred  ground. 
And  there,  and  every-where,  his  wondrous  name 
Within  his  firmament  of  power  proclaim. 
Sofc  pleafmg  lutes  with  eafy  fweetnefs  move. 
To  touch  the  fentiments  of  heavenly  love  ; 
Affift  the  lyre  and  voice,  to  tell  the  charms 
That  gently  ftole  him  from  the  father's  arms ; 
Gay  trembling  timbrels,  us'd  with  airs  of  mirth, 
Affiil:  the  loud  Hofannah  rais'd  on  earth ; 
When  on  an  afs  he  meekly  rides  along. 
And  multitudes  are  heard  within  the  fong. 
Full-tenor'd  Pfaltery  join  the  doleful  part. 
In  which  his  agony  pofTeft  his  heart ; 
And  feem  to  feel  thyfelf,  and  feem  to  fhew, 
A  rifmg  heavinefs  and  figns  of  woe. 
Sonorous  organ,  at  his  palTion  moan. 
And  utter  forth  thy  fympathizing  groan. 
In  big  flow  murmurs  anxious  forrow  fpeak. 
While  melancholy  winds  thine  entrails  Ihake. 
As  when  he  fuffer'd,  with  complaining  found. 
The  ftorms  in  vaulted  caverns  fhook  the  ground ; 
Swift  chearful  cymbals  give  an  airy  ftrain. 
When,  having  bravely  broke  the  doubled  chain 
Of  Death  and  Hell,  he  left  the  conquer'd  grave. 
And  rofe  to  vifit  thofe  he  dy'd  to  fave. 
And  as  he  mounts  in  fong,  and  Angels  fmg. 
With  grand  procefiion,  their  returning  king. 
Triumphant  trumpets  raife  their  notes  on  high. 
And  mails  them  feem  to  mount,  and  feem  to  fly. 
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Then  all  at  once  confpire  to  praife  the  Lord, 
In  Mufic's  full  confent,  and  juft  accord  : 
Ye  fons  of  Art,  in  fuch  melodious  way. 
Conclude  the  fervice  which  you  join  to  pay. 
While  nations  fing  Amen,  and  yet  again 
Hold  forth  the  note,  and  fing  aloud  Amen. 

Here  has  my  fancy  gone  where  David  leads. 
Now  foftly  pacing  o'er  the  grafly  meads ; 
Now  nobly  mounting  where  the  monarchs  rear 
The  gilded  fpires  of  palaces  in  air  ; 
Now  Ihooting  thence,  upon  the  level  flight. 
To  dreadful  dangers  and  the  toils  of  fight. 
Anon  with  utmoft  ftretch  afcending  far. 
Beyond  the  region  of  the  farthell:  ftar  ; 
As  iharpeft-fighted  eagles  towering  fly. 
To  weather  their  broad  fails  in  open  fky. 
At  length  on  wings  half-clos'd  Hide  gently  down. 
And  one  attempt  fhall  all  my  labours  crown. 
In  others'  verfe  the  reft  be  better  Ihewn, 
But  this  is  more,  or  Ihould  be  more,  thine  own. 

If  then  the  fpirit  that  fupports  my  lines 
Have  prov'd  unequal  to  my  large  defigns. 
Let  others  rife  from  earthly  paffion's  dream. 
By  me  provok'd  to  vindicate  the  theme. 
Let  others  round  the  world  in  rapture  rove. 
Or  with  ftrong  feathers  fan  the  breeze  above. 
Or  walk  the  dufky  fhades  of  death,  and  dive 
Down  hell's  abyfs,  and  mount  again  alive. 
But,  Oh,  my  God  !  may  thefe  unartful  rhymes 
In  fober  words  of  woe  bemoan  my  crimes. 
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*Tis  fit  the  forrows  I  for  ever  vent 
For  what  I  never  can  enough  repent ; 
'T  is  fit,  and  David  Ihews  the  moving  way. 
And  with  his  prayer  inftrufts  my  foul  to  pray. 
Then,  fmce  thy  guilt  is  more  than  match'd  by  me. 
And  fmce  my  troubles  fliould  with  thine  agree, 
O  Mufe,  to  glories  in  affiiclion  born ! 
May  thy  humility  my  foul  adorn. 
For  humblell  prayers  are  moft  affeding  ftrains. 
As  mines  lye  rich  in  lowly  planted  veins ; 
Such  aid  I  want,  to  render  mercy  kind. 
And  fuch  an  aid  as  here  I  want,  I  find  : 
Thy  weeping  accents  in  my  numbers  run. 
Ah,  thought !  ah,  voice  of  inward  dole  begun ! 
My  God,  whofe  anger  is  appeas'd  by  tears. 
Bow  gently  down  thy  mercy's  gracious  ears ; 
With  many  tongues  my  fins  for  jufiice  call. 
But  Mercy's  ears  are  manifold  for  all. 
Thofe  fweet  celeftial  windows  open  wide. 
And  in  full  ilreams  let  foft  compaflion  ghde  ; 
There  wafh  my  foul,  and  cleanfe  it  yet  again, 
O  throughly  cleanfe  it  from  the  guilty  ftain ; 
For  I  my  life  with  inward  anguifh  fee. 
And  all  its  wretchednefs  confefs  to  thee. 
The  large  indictment  ftands  before  my  view. 
Drawn  forth  by  confcience,  moft  amazing  true  ; 
And  fill'd  with  fecrets  hid  from  human  eye, 
When,  foolifh  man,  thy  God  flood  witnefs  by. 
Then,  oh,  thou  majefty  divinely  great. 
Accept  the  fad  confeflions  I  repeat. 
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Whlclii  clear  thy  juftice  to  the  world  below. 

Should  difmal  fentence  doom  my  foul  to  woe. 

When  in  the  filent  womb  my  Ihape  was  made. 

And  from  the  womb  to  lightfome  life  convey 'd, 

Curs'd  fm  began  to  take  unhappy  root. 

And  through  my  veins  its  early  fibres  fhoot ; 

And  then,  what  goodnefs  didll  thou  Ihew,  to  kill 

The  rifmg  weeds,  and  principles  of  ill ; 

When  to  my  bread,  in  fair  celeftial  flame. 

Eternal  Truth  and  lovely  Wifdom  came. 

Bright  gift,  by  fimple  Nature  never  got. 

But  here  reveal'd  to  change  the  ancient  blot. 

This  wondrous  help  which  Mercy  pleas 'd  to  grant. 

Continue  ftill,  for  ftill  thine  aid  I  want ; 

And,  as  the  men  whom  leprofies  invade. 

Or  they  that  touch  the  carcafe  of  the  dead. 

With  hyffop  fprinkled,  and  by  water  clean'd. 

Their  former  purenefs  in  the  law  regain'd  ; 

So  purge  my  foul,  difeas'd,  alas !  within. 

And  much  polluted  with  dead  works  of  fm. 

For  fuch  blefs'd  favours  at  thine  hand  I  fue. 

Be  grace  thine  hyflbp,   and  thy  water  too. 

Then  fhall  my  whitenefs  for  perfeftion  vie 

With  blanching  fnows  that  newly  leave  the  fky. 

Thus,  through  my  mind,  thy  voice  of  gladnefs  fend. 

Thus  fpeak  the  joyful  word,  I  will  be  clean'd ; 

That  all  my  ftrength,  confum'd  with  mournful  pain. 

May,  by  thy  faving  health,  rejoice  again  : 

And  new  no  more  my  foul  offences  fee, 

O  turn  from  thefe,  but  turn  thee  not  from  me ; 
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Or,  left  they  make  me  too  deform'd  a  ftght. 

Oh,  blot  them  with  Oblivion's  endlefs  night. 

Then  further  purenefs  to  thy  fervant  grant. 

Another  heart,  or  change  in  this,  I  want. 

Create  another,  or  the  change  create. 

For  now  my  vile  corruption  is  fo  great. 

It  feems  a  new  creation  to  reftore 

Its  fall'n  eftate  to  what  it  was  before. 

Renew  my  fpirit,  raging  in  my  breaft. 

And  all  its  paffions  in  their  courfe  arreft ; 

Or  turn  their  motions,  widely  gone  aftray. 

And  fix  their  footfteps  in  thy  righteous  wayv; 

When  this  is  granted,  when  again  I'm  whole. 

Oh  ne'er  withdraw  thy  prefence  from  my  foul : 

There  let  it  fhine,  fo  let  me  be  reftor'd 

To  prefent  joy,  which  confcioas  hopes  afford. 

There  let  it  fweetly  fliine,  and  o'er  my  breall 

Diffufe  the  dawning  of  eternal  reft  ; 

Then  fhall  the  wicked  this  compaffion  fee. 

And  learn  thy  worfhip,  and  thy  works,  from  me. 

For  I,  to  fuch  occafions  of  thy  praife. 

Will  tune  my  lyre,  and  confecrate  my  lays. 

Unfeal  my  lips,  where  guilt  and  fhame  have  hung. 

To  flop  the  pafTage  of  my  grateful  tongue. 

And  let  my  prayer  and  fong  afcend,  my  prayer 

Here  join'd  with  faints,  my  fong  with  angels  there  5 

Yet  neither  prayer  I  'd  give,  nor  fongs  alone. 

If  either  offerings  were  as  much  thy  own  : 

But  thine 's  the  contrite  fpirit,  thine 's  an  heart 

Opprefs'd  with  forrow,  broke  with  inward  fmart; 
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That  at  thy  footftool  in  confeffion  fhews. 

How  well  its  faults,  how  well  the  judge  it  knows  j 

That  fin  with  fober  refolution  flies. 

This  gift  thy  mercy  never  will  defpife. 

Then  in  my  foul  a  myftic  altar  rear. 

And  fuch  a  facrifice  I  '11  ofter  there. 

There  fliall  it  ftand,  in  vows  of  virtue  bound. 

There  falling  tears  fhall  wafli  it  all  around ; 

And  fharp  remorfe,  yet  fharper  edg'd  by  woe, 

Deferv'd  and  fear'd,  inflift  the  bleeding  blow; 

There  fhall  my  thoughts  to  holy  breathings  fly, 

Initead  of  incenfe,  to  perfume  the  iky. 

And  thence  my  willing  heart  afpires  above, 

A  viftim  panting  in  the  flames  of  love. 

SOLOMON. 

AS  through  the  Pfalms,  from  theme  to  theme  I 
Methinks  like  Eve  in  Paradife  I  rang'd  ;      [chang'd. 
And  every  grace  of  fong  I  feem'd  to  fee. 
As  the  gay  pride  of  every  feafon  (he  ; 
She,  gently  treading  all  the  walks  around, 
Admir'd  the  fpringing  beauties  of  the  ground. 
The  lily,  gliflering  with  the  morning  dew. 
The  rofe  in  red,  the  violet  in  blue. 
The  pink  in  pale,  the  bells  in  purple  rows. 
And  tulips  colour'd  in  a  thoufand  fliows : 
Then  here  and  there  perhaps  flie  puU'd  a  flower. 
To  fl^rew  with  mofs,  and  paint  her  leafy  bower ; 
And  here  and  there,  like  her,  I  went  along, 
C'hofe  a  bright  ftrain,  and  bid  it  deck  my  fong, 
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But  now  the  facred  Singer  leaves  mine  eye, 

Crown'd  as  he  was,  I  think  he  mounts  on  high  ; 

Ere  this  devotion  bore  his  heavenly  Pfalms, 

And  now  himfelf  bears  up  his  harp  and  palms. 

Go,  faint  triumphant,  leave  the  changing  fight. 

So  fitted  out,  you  fuit  the  realms  of  light; 

But  let  thy  glorious  robe  at  parting  go, 

Thofe  realms  have  robes  of  more  effulgent  fnow; 

It  flies,  it  falls,  the  fluttering  filk  I  fee ; 

Thy  fon  has  caught  it,  and  he  fings  like  thee. 

With  fuch  eledlion  of  a  theme  divine. 
And  (uch  fweet  grace,  as  conquers  all  but  thine. 
Hence  every  writer  o'er  the  fabled  ftreams. 

Where  frolic  fancies  fport  with  idle  dreams ; 
Or  round  the  fight  enchanted  clouds  difpofe. 
Whence  wanton  Cupids  flioot  with  gilded  bows, 
A  nobler  writer,  flirains  more  brightly  wrouglit. 
Themes  more  exalted,  fill  my  wondering  thought : 
The  parted  fkies  are  track'd  with  flames  above. 
As  love  defcends  to  meet  afcending  love  ; 
The  feafons  flourifli  where  the  fpoufes  meet. 
And  earth  in  gardens  fpreads  beneath  their  feet ; 
This  frefli-bloom  prcfpedl  in  the  bofom  throngs. 
When  Solomon  begins  his  fong  of  fongs. 
Bids  the  wrapt  foul  to  Lebanon  repair. 
And  lays  the  fcene  of  all  his  adlions  there ; 
Where  as  he  wrote,  and  from  the  bower  farvey'd 
The  fcenting  groves,  or  anfwering  knots  he  made. 
His  facred  art  the  fights  of  nature  brings. 
Beyond  their  ufe,  to  figure  heavenly  things. 
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Great  Son  of  God !  vvhofe  gofpel  pleas'd  to  throw 
Round  thy  rich  glory  veils  of  earthly  fhow ; 
Who  made  the  vineyard  oft  thy  church  defign. 
Who  made  the  marriage-feaft  a  type  of  thine ; 
Affift  my  verfes,  which  attempt  to  trace 
The  fhadow'd  beauties  of  celeftial  grace. 
And  with  illapfes  of  feraphic  fire 
The  work  which  pleas'd  thee  once,  once  more  infpire. 

Look,  or  Illufion's  airy  vifions  draw. 
Or  now  I  walk  the  gardens  which  I  faw. 
Where  filver  waters  feed  a  flowering  fpring. 
And  winds  falute  it  with  a  balmy  wing. 
There,  on  a  bank,  whofe  fhades  direftly  rife. 
To  fcreen  the  fun,  and  not  exclude  the  fkies. 
There  fits  the  facred  church  ;  methinks  I  view 
The  fpoufe's  afped,  and  her  enfigns  too. 
Her  face  has  features  where  the  Virtues  reign. 
Her  hands  the  book  of  facred  Love  contain, 
A  light  (Truth's  emblem)   on  her  bofom  fhines. 
And  at  her  fide  the  meekeft  lamb  reclines : 
And  oft  on  heavenly  leftures  in  the  book. 
And  oft  on  heaven  itfelf  fhe  cafts  a  look. 
Sweet,  humble,  fervent  zeal,  that  works  within. 
At  length  burfts  forth,  and  raptures  thus  begin  ; 

Let  Him,  that  Him  my  foul  adores  above. 
In  clofe  communions  breathe  his  holy  love  ; 
For  thefe  blefs'd  words  his  pleafing  lips  impart. 
Beyond  all  cordials,  chear  the  fainting  heart. 
As  rich  and  fweet  the  precious  ointments  flream. 
So  rich  thy  graces  flow,  fo  fweet  thy  name 
o  2 
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Diffufes  facred  joy;  'tis  hence  we  find 
Affeftion  rais'd  in  every  virgin  mind  ; 
For  this  we  come,  the  daughters  here,  and  I, 
Still  draw  we  forward,  and  behold  I  fly  ; 
I  fly  through  mercy,  when  my  king  invites. 
To  tread  his  chambers  of  fmcere  delights ; 
There,  join'd  by  myftic  union,  I  rejoice. 
Exalt  my  temper,  and  enlarge  my  voice. 
And  celebrate  thy  joys,  fupremely  more 
Than  earthly  blifs  ;  thus  upright  hearts  adore. 
Nor  you,  ye  maids,  who  breathe  of  Salem's  air. 
Nor  you  refufe  that  I  condudl  you  there ; 
Though  clouding  darknefs  hath  eclips'd  my  face. 
Dark  as  I  am,  I  Ihine  with  beams  of  grace. 
As  the  black  tents,  where  Iflimael's  line  abides. 
With  glittering  trophies  drefs  their  inward  fides ; 
Or  as  thy  curtains,  Solomon,  are  feen, 
Whofe  plaits  conceal  a  golden  throne  within. 
'Twere  wrong  to  judge  me  by  the  carnal  fight. 
And  yet  my  vifage  was  by  nature  white  ; 
But  fiery  funs,  which  perfecute  the  meek. 
Found  me  abroad,  and  fcorch'd  my  rofy  cheek. 
The  world,  my  brethren,  they  were  angry  grown. 
They  made  me  drefs  a  vineyard  not  my  own. 
Among  their  rites   (their  vines)   I  learn'd  to  dwell. 
And  in  the  mean  employ  my  beauty  fell ; 
By  fr?.ilty  loft,  I  gave  my  labour  o'er. 
And  my  own  vineyard  grew  deform'd  the  more. 
Behold  I  turn  ;  O  fay,  my  foul's  defire. 
Where  doft  thou  feed  thy  flock,  and  where  retire 
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To  reft  that  flock,  wlieii  noon-tide  heats  arlfe  ? 
Shepherd  of  Ifrael,  teach  my  dubious  eyes 
To  guide  me  right;  for  why  {hould  thine  abide 
Where  wandering  fhepherds  turn  their  flocks  afide  ? 
So  fpake  the  church,  and  figh'd  :  a  purple  light 
Sprung  forth,  the  Godhead  flood  reveal'd  to  fight. 
And  heaven  and  nature  fmil'd  ;  as  white  as  fnow 
His  feamlefs  vefture  loofely  fell  below  : 
Sedate  and  pleas'd,  he  nodded;  round  his  head 
The  pointed  glory  fliook,  and  thus  he  faid  : 
If  thou,  the  lovelieft  of  the  beauteous  kind. 
If  thou  canfl:  want  thy  Ihepherd's  walk  to  find. 
Go  by  the  foot-fteps  where  my  flocks  have  trod> 
My  faints,  obedient  to  the  laws  of  God  ; 
Go,  where  their  tents  my  teaching  fervants  rear. 
And  feed  the  kids,  thy  young  believers  there. 
Should  thus  my  flocks  increafe,  my  fair  delight, 
I  view  their  numbers,  and  compare  the  fight 
To  Pharaoh's  horfes  when  they  take  the  field. 
Beat  plains  to  duft,  and  make  the  nations  yield. 
With  rows  of  gems  thy  comely  cheeks  I  deck. 
And  chains  of  pendant  gold  o'erflow  thy  neck. 
For  fo  like  gems  the  riches  of  my  grace. 
And  fo  defcending  glory,  chears  thy  face  : 
Gay  bridal  robes  a  flowering  filver  ftrows. 
Bright  gold  engrailing  on  the  border  glows. 

He  fpake  ;   the  fpoufe  admiring  heard  the  found. 
Then,  meekly  bending  on  the  facred  ground. 
She  cries.  Oh  prefent  to  my  ravifli'd  breaft. 
This  fweet  communion  is  an  inward  feaft, 
o  3 
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There  fits  the  king,  while  all  around  our  heads 

His  grace,  my  fpikenard,  pleafmg  odours  Iheds 

About  my  foul,  his  holy  comfort  flies  ; 

So  clofely  treafur'd  in  the  bofom  lies 

The  bundled  myrrh,  fo  fweet  the  fcented  gale 

Breathes  all  En-gedi's  aromatic  vale. 

Now,  fays  the  king,  my  love,  I  fee  thee  fair. 

Thine  eyes,  for  mUdnefs,  with  the  dove's  compare. 

No,  thou,  belov'd,  art  fair,  the  church  replies, 
(Since  all  my  beauties  but  from  thee  arife;) 
All  fair,  all  pleafant,  thefe  communions  Ihew 
Thy  counfels  pleafant,  and  thy  comforts  fo. 
And  as  at  marriage  feafts  they  ftrow  the  flowers. 
With  nuptial  chaplets  hang  the  fummer  bowers. 
And  make  the  rooms  of  fmelling  cedars  fine. 
Where  the  fond  bridegroom  and  the  bride  recline ; 
I  drefs  my  foul  with  fuch  exceeding  care. 
With  fuch,  with  more,  to  court  thy  prefence  there. 

Well  haft  thou  prais'd,  he  fays ;  the  Sharon  rofe 
Through  flowery  fields  a  pleafmg  odour  throws. 
The  valley  lilies  ravifli'd  fenfe  regale, 
And  vvith  pure  whitenefs  paint  their  humble  vale  : 
Sach  names  of  fweetnefs  are  thy  lover's  due. 
And  thou,  my  love,  be  thou  a  lily  too, 
A  lily  fet  in  thorns ;  for  all  I  fee, 
AH  other  daughters,  are  as  thorns  to  thee. 

Then  file;  the  trees  that  pleafing  apples  yield, 
Surpafs  the  barren  trees  that  cloath  the  field; 
So  you  furpafs  the  fons  with  worth  divine. 
So  ftiade,  and  fruit  as  well  as  fhade,  is  thine. 
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I  fat  me  down,  and  faw  thy  branches  fpread. 
And  green  proteftion  flourifh  o'er  my  head  ; 
I  faw  thy  fruit,  the  foul's  celeilial  food, 
I  puU'd,  I  tafted,  and  I  found  it  good. 
Hence  in  the  fpirit  to  the  blifsful  feats. 
Where  Love,  to  feaft,  myilierioufly  retreats. 
He  led  me  forth ;  I  faw  the  banner  rear. 
And  love  was  pencil'd  for  the  motto  there. 
Prophets  and  teachers  in  your  care  combine. 
Stay  me  with  apples,  comfort  me  with  wine. 
The  cordial  promifes  of  joys  above. 
For  hope  deferr'd  has  made  me  fick  with  love. 
Ah  !  while  my  tongue  reveals  my  fond  defire. 
His  hands  fupport  me,  lell  my  life  expire ; 
As  round  a  child  the  parent's  arms  are  plac'd. 
This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waift. 

Here  ceas'd  the  church,  and  lean'd  her  languid  head. 
Bent  down  with  joy  ;  when  thus  the  lover  faid. 
Behold,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  peace. 
She  fleeps,  at  leaft  her  thoughts  of  forrow  ceafe. 
Now,  by  the  bounding  roes,  the  flcipping  fawns. 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  graffy  lawns. 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove. 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove. 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
I  would  not  have  her  wake  but  when  fhe  will. 

So  reft  the  church  and  fpoufe  :  my  verfes  fo 
Appear  to  languifh  with  the  flames  you  (hew. 
And  paufnig  reft ;  but  not  the  paufe  be  long. 
For  ftill  thy  Solomon  purfues  the  fong. 
o  4 


200  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Then  keep  the  place  in  view ;  let  fweets  more  rare 
Than  earth  produces  fill  the  purpled  air; 
Let  fomething  folemn  overfpread  the  green. 
Which  feems  to  tell  us.  Here  the  Lord  has  been ! 
But  let  the  virgin  flill  in  profpedl  (hine. 
And  other  ftrains  of  her's  enliven  mine. 
She  wakes,  fhe  rifes :  bid  the  whifpering  breeze 
More  foftly  whifper  in  the  waving  trees. 
Or  fall  with  filent  awe ;  bid  all  around, 
Before  the  church's  voice,  abate  their  found ; 
While  thus  her  fhadowy  llrains  attempt  to  fhew 
A  future  advent  of  the  fpoufe  below  : 

Hark  !  my  beloved's  voice  !  behold  him  too ! 
Behold  him  coming  in  the  diftant  view : 
No  clambering  mountains  make  m.y  lover  ftay, 
(For  what  are  mountains  in  a  lover's  way?) 
Leaping  he  comes,  how  like  the  nimble  roe 
He  runs  the  paths  his  prophets  us'd  to  fliow! 
And  now  he  looks  from  yon  partition-wall. 
Built  till  he  comes  — 'tis  only  then  to  fall. 
And  now  he 's  nearer  in  the  promife  feen. 
Too  faint  the  fight— 'tis  with  a  glafs  between; 
From  hence  I  hear  him  as  a  lover  fpeak. 
Who  near  a  window  calls  a  fair  to  wake. 

Attend,  ye  virgins,  while  the  v/ords  that  trace 
An  opening  fpring  defign  the  day  of  grace. 
Hark !  or  I  dream,  or  elfe  I  hear  him  fay, 
Arife,  my  love  ;  my  fair-one,  come  away ; 
For  now  the  tempefts  of  thy  winter  end. 
Thick  rains  no  more  in  heavy  drops  defcend; 
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Sweet  painted  flowers  their  filken  leaves  unclofe. 
And  drefs  the  face  of  earth  with  varied  fhows  ; 
In  the  green  wood  the  finging  birds  renew 
Their  chirping  notes,  the  filver  turtles  coo  : 
The  trees  that  yield  the  fig  already  ihoot. 
And  knit  their  bloflbms  for  their  early  fruit ; 
With  fragrant  fcents  the  vines  refrefh  the  day, 
Arife,  my  love ;  my  fair-one,  come  away. 

0  come,  my  dove,  forfake  thy  clofe  retreat. 
For  clofe  in  fafety  haft  thou  fix'd  thy  feat. 
As  fearful  pigeons  in  dark  clefts  abide. 
And  fafe  the  clefts  their  tender  charges  hide. 
Now  let  thy  looks  with  modeft  guife  appear. 
Now  let  thy  voice  falute  my  longing  ear. 
For  in  thy  looks  an  humble  mind  I  fee. 

Prayer  forms  thy  voice,  and  both  are  fweet  to  me. 
To  fave  the  bloomings  of  my  vineyard,  hafte. 
Which  foxes   (falfe  deluding  teachers)   wafte; 
Watch  well  their  haunts,   and  catch  the  foxes  there^ 
Our  grapes  are  tender,  and  demand  thy  care. 
Thus  fpeaks  my  love  :  furprizing  love  divine  ! 

1  thus  am  his,  he  thus  for  ever  mine. 
And,  till  he  comes,  I  find  a  prefence  ftill. 
Where  fouls  attentive  ferve  his  holy  will ; 
Where  down  in  vales  unfpotted  lilies  grow. 
White  types  of  innocence,  in  humble  fhow. 
Oh,  till  the  fpicy  breath  of  heavenly  day. 
Till  all  thy  fiiadows  fleet  before  thy  ray  ; 
Turn,  my  beloved,  with  thy  comforts  here. 
Turn  in  thy  promife,  in  thy  grace  appear. 
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Nor  let  fuch  fwiftnefs  in  the  roes  be  fhown 
To  fave  themfelves,  as  thou  to  chear  thine  own  ; 
Turn  like  the  nimble  harts  that  lightly  bound. 
Before  the  ftretches  of  the  fleetell  hound ; 
Skim  the  plain  chace  of  lofty  Bether's  head. 
And  make  the  mountain  wonder  if  they  tread. 

But  long  expedance  of  a  blifs  delay'd 
Breeds  anxious  doubt,  and  tempts  the  facred  maid ; 
Then  mills  arifing  ftralt  repel  the  Hght, 
The  colour'd  garden  lies  difguis'd  with  night  ; 
A  pale-horn'd  crefcent  leads  a  glimmering  throng. 
And  groans  of  abfence  jar  within  the  fong. 

By  night,  flie  cries,  a  night  which  blots  the  mind, 
I  feek  the  lover,  whom  I  fall  to  find  : 
When  on  my  couch  compos 'd  to  thought  I  lie, 
I  fearch,  and  vainly  fearch,  with  reafon's  eye  ; 
Rife,  fondly  rife,  thy  prefent  fearch  give  o'er. 
And  aik  if  others  knew  thy  lover  more. 
Dark  as  it  is,  I  rife ;  the  moon  that  fhines 
Shows  by  the  gleam  the  city's  outward  lines : 
I  range  the  wandering  road,  the  winding  ibreet. 
And  afk,  but  aik  in  vain,  of  all  I  meet. 
Till,  toU'd  with  every  difappointing  place. 
My  fteps  the  guardians  of  the  temple  trace. 
Whom  thus  my  wifh  accoils :  Ye  facred  guides. 
Ye  prophets,  tell  me  where  my  love  refides  ? 
'T  was  well  I  queflion'd ;  fcarce  I  pafs'd  them  by. 
Ere  my  rais'd  foul  perceives  my  lover  nigh  : 
And  have  I  found  thee,  found  my  joy  divine  ? 
How  fall  I  'U  hold  thee,  till  I  make  thee  mine ! 
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My  mother  waits  thee,  thither  thou  repair. 
Long-waiting  Ifrael  wants  thy  prefence  there. 
The  lover  fmiles  to  fee  the  virgin's  pain  ; 
The  mills  roll  ofF,  and  quit  the  flowery  plain. 

Yes,  there  I  come,  he  fays,  thy  forrow  ceafe ; 
And  guard  her,  daughters  of  the  realms  of  peace. 
By  all  the  bounding  roes  and  ikipping  fawns. 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  graffy  lawns ; 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove. 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove  : 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
I'll  have  her  feel  my  comforts  while  fhe  will. 

Here,  hand  in  hand,  with  chearful  heart  they  go. 
When  wandering  Salem  fees  the  folemn  (how. 
Dreams  the  rich  pomp  of  Solomon  again. 
And  thus  her  daughters  fing  th'  approaching  fcene  : 

Who  from  the  defert,  where  the  waving  clouds 
High  Sinai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds  ? 
For  Sion's  hill  her  fober  pace  Ihe  bends. 
As  grateful  incenfe  from  the  dome  afcends. 
It  feems  the  fweets,  from  all  Arabia  fhed. 
Curl  at  her  fide,  and  hover  o'er  her  head. 
For  her  the  king  prepares  a  bed  of  ftate. 
Round  the  rich  bed  her  guards  in  order  wait. 
All  myftic  ifrael's  fons,  'tis  there  they  quell 
The  foes  within,  the  foes  without  repel. 
The  guard  his  miniftry,  their  fwords  of  fight. 
His  facred  laws,  her  prefent  ftate  of  night. 
He  forms  a  chariot  too,  to  bring  her  there. 
Not  the  carv'd  frame  of  Solomon  fo  fair: 
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Sweet  fmells  the  chariot  as  the  temple  flood. 
The  fragrant  cedar  lent  them  both  the  wood; 
High  wreaths  of  filver'd  columns  prop  the  door. 
Fine  gold  engrail'd  adorns  the  figur'd  floor. 
Deep-fringing  purple  hangs  the  roof  above. 
And  fllk  embroidery  paints  the  midft  with  love. 

Go  forth,  ye  daughters ;  Sion's  daughters,  go  ; 
A  greater  Solomon  exalts  the  fliow. 
If  crown'd  with  gold,  and  by  the  queen  beftow'd. 
To  grace  his  nuptials,  Jacob's  monarch  rode  ; 
A  crown  of  glory  from  the  King  Divine, 
To  grace  thefe  nuptials,  makes  the  Saviour  fliine ; 
While  the  blefs'd  pair  exprefs'd  in  emblem  ride, 
Mefllah  Solomon,  his  church  the  bride. 

Ye  kind  attendants,  who,  with  wondering  eyes. 
Saw  the  grand  entry,  what  you  faid  fuffice ; 
You  fung  the  lover  with  a  loud  acclaim. 
The  lover's  fondnefs  longs  to  fmg  the  dame. 
He  fpeaks,  admiring  Nature  flands  around. 
And  learns  new  muflc,  while  it  hears  the  found. 

Behold,  my  love,  how  fair  thy  beauties  fliow. 
Behold  how  more,  how  moft  extremely  fo  ! 
How  ftill  to  me  thy  conftant  eyes  incline, 
I  fee  the  turtle's  when  I  gaze  on  thine ; 
Sweet  through  the  lids  they  fliine  with  modeft  care. 
And  fweet  and  modeft  is  a  virgin's  air. 
How  bright  thy  locks  !  how  well  their  number  paints 
The  great  aflemblies  of  my  lovely  faints ! 
So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufly  fed. 
Graze  the  green  top  of  lofty  Gilead's  head  ; 
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All  Gilead's  head  a  fleecy  whitenefs  clouds. 
And  the  rich  mafter  glories  in  the  crowds. 

How  pure  thy  teeth  !  for  equal  order  made. 
Each  anfwering  each,  whilft  all  the  public  aid  :  " 
Thefe  lovely  graces  in  my  church  I  find. 
This  candor,  order,  and  accorded  mind  : 
Thus  when  the  feafon  bids  the  Ihepherd  lave 
His  iheep  nevvlhorn  within  the  cryftal  wave  ; 
Wafti'd  they  return,  in  fuch  unfully'd  white. 
Thus  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
How  pleafe  thy  lips  adorn'd  with  native  red  ! 
Art  vainly  mocks  them  in  the  fcarlet  thread  ! 
But,  if  they  part,  what  mufic  wafts  the  air  I 
So  fweet  thy  praifes,  and  fo  foft  thy  prayer. 
If  through  thy  loufen'd  curls,  with  honeft  Ihame, 
Thy  lovely  temples  fine  complexion  flame. 
Whatever  crimfon  granate  bloflbms  ftiow, 
'T  was  never  theirs  fo  much  to  pleafe,  and  glow. 
But  what's  thy  neck,  the  pohfli'd  form  I  fee, 
Whofe  ivory  ftrength  fupports  thine  eyes  to  me  ! 
Fair  type  of  firmnefs,  when  my  faints  afpire 
The  facred  confidence  that  lifts  defire. 
As  David's  turret,  on  the  ftately  frame. 
Upheld  its  thoufand  conquering  fliields  of  fame. 
And  what  thy  breafts  !   they  ftUl  demand  my  lays, 
What  image  wakes  to  charm  me  whilft  I  gaze  I 
Two  lovely  mountains  each  exaftly  round. 
Two  lovely  mountains  with  the  lily  crown'd ; 
While  two  twin  roes,  and  each  on  either  bred. 
Feed  in  the  lilies  of  the  mountain's  head. 
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Let  this  refemblance  fpotlefs  virtues  fhow. 
And  in  fuch  lilies  feed  my  young  below. 
But  now,  farewell,  till  night's  dark  fhades  decay. 
Farewell,  my  virgin,  till  the  break  of  day  ; 
Swift  for  the  hills  of  fpice  and  gums  I  fly. 
To  breathe  fuch  fweets  as  fcent  a  purer  iky  ; 
Yet,  as  I  leave  thee,  ftill,  above  compare. 
My  Love,  my  fpotlefs,  ftill  I  find  thee  fair. 

Here  reft,  celeftial  maid  ;  for  if  he  go. 
Nor  Will  he  part,  nor  is  the  promife  flow. 
Nor  flow  my  fancy  move ;  difpel  the  fliade. 
Charm  forth  the  morning,  and  relieve  the  maid. 
Arife,  fair  fun,  the  church  attends  to  fee 
The  fun  of  righteoufnefs  arife  in  thee  ; 
Arife,  fair  fun  ;  and  bid  the  church  adore  ; 
'Tis  then  he'll  court  her,  v.-hom  he  prais'd  before. 
As  thus  I  fmg,  it  fliines ;  there  feems  a  found 
Of  plumes  in  air,  and  feet  upon  the  ground  : 
I  fee  their  meeting,  fee  the  flowery  fcene. 
And  hear  the  myftic  love  purfued  again. 

Now  to  the  mount,  whofe  fpice  perfumes  the  day, 
'Tis  I  invite  thee  ;  come,  my  fpoufe,  away; 
Come,  leave  thy  Lebanon  :  is  aught  we  fee 
In  all  thy  Lebanon,  compar'd  to  me  ? 
Nor  tow'rd  thy  Canaan  turn  with  wifliful  fight. 
From  Hermon's,  Sheniar's,  and  Amana's  height ; 
There  dwells  the  leopard,  there  afl'aults  the  bear  ; 
This  world  has  ills,  and  fuch  may  find  thee  there. 

My  fpoufe,  my  After,  O  thy  wondrous  art. 
Which  through  my  bofom  drew  my  ravifli'd  heart ! 
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Won  by  one  eye,  my  ravifh'd  heart  is  gone. 

For  all  thy  feeing  guides  confent  as  one. 

Drawn  by  one  chain,  which  round  thy  body  plies. 

For  all  thy  members  one  blefs'd  union  ties. 

My  fpoufe,  my  filler,  O  the  charm  to  pleafe. 

When  love  repaid  returns  my  bofom  eafe  ! 

Strongly  thy  love,  and  ftrongly  wines  reftore. 

But  wines  muft  yield,  thy  love  enflames  me  more. 

Sweetly  thine  ointments   (all  thy  virtues)   fmell. 

Not  altar-fpices  pleafe  thy  king  fo  well. 

How  foft  thy  doftrine  on  thy  lips  refides  ! 

From  thofe  two  combs  the  dropping  honey  glides  ; 

All  pure  without,  as  all  within  fincere. 

Beneath  thy  tongue — I  find  it  honey  there. 
Ah,  while  thy  graces  thus  around  thee  fhine. 
The  charms  of  Lebanon  mull  yield  to  thine  1 
His  fpring,  his  garden,  every  fcented  tree. 
My  fpoufe,  my  filler,  all  I  find  in  thee. 
Thee,  for  myfelf,  I  fence,  I  fliut,  I  feal ; 
Myfterious  fpring,  myiterious  garden,  hail ! 
A  fpring,  a  font,  where  heavenly  waters  flow ; 
A  grove,  a  garden,  where  the  Graces  grow. 
There  rife  my  fruits,  my  cyprefs,  and  my  fir. 
My  faffron,  fpikenard,  cinnamon,  and  myrrh ; 
Perpetual  fountains  for  their  ufe  abound. 
And  llreams  of  favour  feed  the  living  ground. 

Scarce  fpake  the  Chrill,  when  thus  the  church  replies 
(And  fpread  her  arms  where-e'er  the  fpirit  flies)  ; 
Ye  cooling  northern  gales,  who  frefhly  fliake 
My  balmy  reeds;  ye  northern  gales,  awake. 
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And  thou  the  regent  of  the  fouthern  iky, 

O  foft  infpiring,  o'er  my  garden  fly  ; 

Unlock  and  waft  my  fweets,  that  every  grace. 

In  all  its  heavenly  life,  regale  the  place. 

If  thus  a  paradile  thy  garden  prove, 

'Twere  belt  prepar'd  to  entertain  my  love  ; 

And,  that  the  pleafing  fruits  may  pleafe  the  more, 

0  think  my  profiler  was  thy  gift  before. 

At  this,  the  Saviour  cries.  Behold  me  near. 
My  fpoufe,  my  filler  ;  O  behold  me  here  ; 
To  gatlier  fruits,  I  come  at  thy  requeft. 
And,  pleas'd,  my  foul  accepts  the  folemn  feaft ; 

1  gather  myrrh,  with  fpice  to  fcent  the  treat. 
My  virgin-honey  with  the  combs  I  eat ; 

I  drink  my  fweetening  milk,  my  lively  wine 
(Thefe  words  of  pleafure  mean  thy  gifts  divine)  ; 
To  fhare  my  bUfs,  my  good  eleft  I  call. 
The  church  (my  garden)   muft  include  them  all ; 
Now  fit  and  banquet ;  now,  belov'd,  you  fee 
What  gifts  I  love,  and  prove  thefe  fruits  with  me ; 
O  might  this  fweet  communion  ever  lafl: ! 
But  with  the  fun  the  fweet  communion  paft. 
The  Saviour  parts,  and  on  Oblivion's  breaft 
Benumb'd  and  flumbering  lies  the  church  to  reft, 
Pafs  the  fweet  alleys  while  the  dufk  abides. 
Seek  the  fair  lodge  in  which  the  maid  refides  ; 
.Then,  Fancy,  feek  the  maid  at  night  again. 
The  Chrift  will  come,  but  comes,  alas,  in  vain. 

I  ileep,  fhe  fays,  and  yet  my  heart  awakes 
(There 's  full  fome  feeling  while  the  lover  fpeaks)  j 
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With  what  fond  fervor  from  without  he  cries, 
Arife,  mv  love;  my  undefil'd,  arife  ! 
My  dove,  my  filler,  cold  the  dews  alight. 
And  fill  my  treffes  with  the  drops  of  night; 
Alas,  I  'm  all  unrob'd,  I  wafti'd  my  feet, 
I  tailed  llumber,  and  I  find  it  fweet. 

As  thus  my  words  refufe,  he  flips  his  hands 
"Where  the  clos'd  latch  my  cruel  door  commands; 
What,  though  deny'd,  fo  perfevering  kind  ! 
Who  long  denies  a  perfevering  mind  ? 
From  my  wak'd  foul  my  flothful  temper  flies. 
My  bowels  yearn ;  I  rife,  my  love,  I  rife ; 
I  find  the  latch  thy  fingers  touch'd  before. 
Thy  fmelling  myrrh  comes  dropping  olF  the  door. 
Now,  where 's  my  love  ? — what !  halt  thou  left  the  place, 
O,  to  my  foul  repeat  thy  words  of  grace ! 
Speak  in  the  dark,  my  love  ;  I  feek  thee  round. 
And  vainly  feek  thee,  till  thou  wilt  be  found. 
What,  no  return  ?  I  own  my  folly  pafl:, 
I  lay  too  liUlefs ;  fpeak,  my  love,  at  laft. 
The  guards  have  found  me — are  ye  guards  indeed. 
Who  fmite  the  fad,  who  make  the  feeble  bleed  ? 
Dividing  teachers,  thefe  ;  who  wrong  my  name. 
Rend  my  long  veil,  and  cafl:  me  bare  to  Ihame. 
But  you,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  reft. 
If  ever  pity  mov'd  a  virgin-breaft. 
Tell  my  belov'd  how  languilhing  I  lie. 
How  love  has  brought  me  near  the  point  to  die. 

And  what  belov'd  is  this  you  would  have  found? 
Say  Salem's  daughters,  as  they  flock'd  around; 
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What  wondrous  thing  ?  what  charm  beyond  compare  ? 

Say,  what's  thy  lover,  faireil  o'er  the  fair? 

His  face  is  white  and  ruddy,  flie  replies. 

So  mercy,  join'd  to  juiHce,  tempers  dies; 

His  lofty  flature,  where  a  myriad  fhine, 

O'ertops,  and  fpeaks  a  majeily  divine. 

Fair  honour  crowns  his  head,  the  raven-black. 

In  buihy  curlings,  flows  adown  his  back  : 

Sparkling  liis  eyes,  with  full  proportion  plac'd, 

Wliite  like  the  milk,  and  with  a  mildnefs  grac'd ; 

As  the  fweet  doves,  whene'er  they  fondly  play 

By  running  waters  in  a  glittering  day. 

Within  his  breath  what  pleafmg  fweetnefs  grows  ! 

'Tis  fpice  exhal'd,  and  mingled  on  the  rofe. 

Within  his  words  wliat  grace  with  goodnefs  meets  I 

So  beds  of  lilies  drop  with  balmy  fweets. 

What  rings  of  eaftern  price  his  fingers  hold ! 

Gold  decks  the  fingers,  beryl  decks  the  gold ! 

His  ivory  fnape  adorns  a  coilly  veft. 

Work  paints  the  ikirts,  and  gems  inrich  the  breaft ; 

His  limbs  beneath,  his  fhlning  fandals  cafe 

Like  marble  columns  on  a  golden  bafe. 

Nor  boalls  that  mountain,  where  the  cedar-tree 
Perfumes  our  realm,  fuch  numerous  fweets  as  he. 
O,  lovely  all  1  what  could  my  king  require 
To  make  his  prefence  more  the  woiid's  defire? 
And  now,  ye  maids,  if  fuch  a  friend  you  know, 
'Tis  fuch  my  longings  look  to  find  below. 

While  thus  her  friend  the  fpoufe's  antliemxS  fing, 
Deck'd  with  the  thummim,  crov/n'd  a  facred  king  ; 
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The  Daughters'  hearts  the  fine  defcription  drew. 
And  that  which  rais'd  their  wonder,  afk'd  their  view. 

Then  where,  they  cry,  thou  faireft  o'er  the  fair. 
Where  goes  thy  lover?  Tell  the  virgins  where. 
What  flowering  wallcs  invite  his  fteps  afide  ? 
We'll  help  to  feek  him,  let  thofe  walks  be  try'd. 

The  fpoufe  revolving  here  the  grand  defcent, 
'Twas  that  he  promis'd,  there,  fhe  cries,  he  went; 
He  keeps  a  garden  where  the  fpices  breathe. 
Its  bowering  borders  kifs  the  vale  beneath  ; 
'Tis  there  he  gathers  lilies,  there  he  dwells. 
And  binds  his  flowerets  to  unite  their  fmells. 
O,  'tis  my  height  of  love  that  I  am  his ! 
O,  he  is  mine,  and  that 's  my  height  of  blifs  ! 
Defcend,  my  virgins ;  well  I  knov/  the  place. 
He  feeds  in  lilies,  that 's  a  fpotlefs  race. 

At  dawning  day  the  brides-room  leaves  a  bower. 
And  here  he  waters,  there  he  props  a  flower. 
When  the  kind  damfel,  fprlng  of  heavenly  flame. 
With  Salem's  daughters  to  the  garden  came. 
Then  thus  his  love  the  bridegroom's  words  repeat 
(The  fmelling  borders  lent  them  both  a  feat) : 
O,  great  as  Tirzah  !   'twas  a  regal  place, 
O,  fair  as  Salem  !   'tis  the  realm  of  peace  ; 
Whofe  afpe£l,  awful  to  the  wondering  eye. 
Appears  like  armies  when  the  banners  fly ; 
O  turn,  my  After,  O  my  beauteous  bride. 
Thy  face  o'ercomes  me,  turn  that  face  aflde ; 
How  bright  thy  locks,  how  well  their  number  paints 
The  great  aflemblies  of  my  lovely  faints ! 
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So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufly  fed. 

Graze  the  green  wealth  of  lofty  Gilead's  head. 

How  pure  thy  teeth  1   for  equal  order  made. 

Each  anfwering  each,  while  all  the  publick  aid; 

As  when  the  feafon  bids  the  fhepherd  lave 

His  fheep  new  fhorn  within  the  filver  wave  : 

Wafh'd,  they  return  in  fuch  unfully'd  white. 

So  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 

How  fvveet  thy  temples  1  not  pomegranates  know. 

With  equal  model!:  look,  to  pleafe  and  glow. 

If  Solomon  his  life  of  pleafure  leads. 

With  wives  in  numbers,  and  unnumber'd  maids. 

In  other  paths,  my  life  of  pleafure  fhown. 

Admits  my  love,  my  undefil'd  alone. 

Thy  mother,  Ifrael,  fhe  the  dame  who  bore 

Her  choice,  my  dove,  my  fpotlefs,  owns  no  more ; 

The  Gentile  queens,  at  thy  appearance,  cry. 

Hail,  queen  of  nations  !   hail,  the  maids  reply ; 

And  thus  they  fmg  thy  praife  :  what  heavenly  dame 

Springs  like  the  morning,  with  a  purple  flame  ? 

What  rifes  like  the  morn  with  filver  light  ? 

What,  like  the  fun,  afTifts  the  world  with  fight? 

Yet  awful  fiUl,  though  thus  ferenely  kind. 

Like  hofts  with  enfigns  rattling  in  the  wind.^ 

I  grant  I  left  thy  fight,  I  feem'd  to  go. 

But  was  I  abfent  when  you  fancy'd  fo? 

Down  to  my  garden,  all  my  planted  vale. 

Where  nuts  their  ground  in  underwood  conceal ; 

Where  blown  pomegranates,  there  I  went  to  fee 

What  knitting  bloflbms  white  the  bearing  tree  i 
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View  the  green  buds,  recall  the  wandering  {hoots. 
Smell  my  gay  flowerets,  tafte  my  flavour'd  fruits ; 
Raife  the  curl'd  vine,  refrefh  the  fpicy  beds. 
And  joy  for  every  grace  my  garden  fheds. 

The  Saviour  here,  and  here  the  church  arife. 
And  am  I  thus  refpefted,  thus  fhe  cries  ! 
I  mount  for  heaven,  tranfported  on  the  winds. 
My  flying  chariot's  drawn  by  willing  minds. 

As,  rapt  with  comfort,  thus  the  maid  withdrew. 
The  waiting  daughters  wonder 'd  where  fhe  flew; 
And  O  !  return,  they  cry,  for  thee  we  burn, 
O  maid  of  Salem  ;  Salem's  felf  return. 
And  what's  in  Salem's  maid  we  covet  fo? 
Hear,  all  ye  nations— 'tis  your  blifs  below; 
That  glorious  vifion,  by  the  patriarch  feen. 
When  fky-born  beauties  march'd  the  fcented  green ; 
There  the  met  faints  and  meeting  angels  came. 
Two  lamps  of  God,  Mahanaim  was  the  name. 

Again  the  maid  reviews  her  facred  ground ; 
Solemn  fhe  fits,  the  damfels  fmg  around. 
O,  prince's  daughter !  how,  with  fhining  fhow. 
Thy  golden  fhoes  prepare  thy  feet  below  ! 
How  firm  thy  joints !  what  temple-work  can  be. 
With  all  its  gems  and  art,  preferr'd  to  theei 
In  thee,  to  feed  thy  lover's  faithful  race. 
Still  flow  the  riches  of  abounding  grace ; 
Pure,  large,  refrefhing,  as  the  waters  fall 
From  the  carv'd  navels  of  the  ciflern-wall. 
In  thee  the  lover  finds  his  race  divine. 
You  teem  with  numbers,  they  with  virtues  fliine ; 
F  3 
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So  wheat  with  lilies,  if  their  heaps  unite. 

The  wheat 's  unnumber'd,  and  the  lilies  white  ; 

Like  tender  roes,  thy  breafts  appear  above. 

Two  types  of  innocence,  and  twins  of  love. 

Like  ivory-turrets  feems  thy  neck  to  rear, 

O,  facred  emblem,  upright,  firm,  and  fair ! 

As  Heflibon-pools,  which,  with  a  filver-ftate, 

Diffufe  their  waters  at  their  city-gate. 

For  ever  fo  thy  virgin  eyes  remain. 

So  clear  within,  and  fo  without  ferene. 

As  through  fweet  fir  the  royal  turret  fhows. 

Whence  Lebanon  furveys  a  realm  of  foes  ; 

So  through  thy  lovely  curls  appear  thy  face. 

To  watch  thy  foes,  and  guard  thy  faithful  race. 

The  richeft  colours  flowery  Carmel  wears. 

Red  fillets,  crofs'd  with  purple,  braid  thy  hairs ; 

Yet,  not  more  ftriftly  thefe  thy  locks  reftrain. 

Than  thou  thy  king,  with  ftrong  affedlion's  chain ; 

When  from  his  palace  he  enjoys  thy  fight, 

O  love,  O  beauty,  form'd  for  all  delight! 

Strait  is  thy  goodly  ftature,  firm,  and  high. 

As  palms  afpiring  in  the  brighter  fky ; 

Thy  breafts  the  clufter  (if  thofe  breafts  we  view, 

As  late  for  beauty,  now  for  profit  too) 

Woo'd  to  thine  arms,  thofe  arms  that  oft  extend. 

In  the  kind  pofture  of  a  waiting  friend ; 

Each  maid  of  Salem  cries,  I  '11  mount  the  tree. 

Hold  the  broad  branches,  and  depend  on  thee. 

O,  more  than  grapes,  thy  fruit  delights  the  maids. 

Thy  pleafmg  breath  excels  the  citron  {hades : 
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Thy  mouth  exceeds  rich  wine,  the  words  that  go 
From  thofe  fweet  lips  with  more  refrefliment  flow ; 
Their  powerful  graces  flumbering  fouls  awake. 
And  caufe  the  dead,  that  hear  thy  voice,  to  fpeak. 

This  anthem  fung,  the  glorious  fpoufe  arofe. 
Yet  thus  inflrufts  the  daughters  ere  flie  goes. 
If  aught,  my  damfels,  in  the  fpoufe  ye  find 
Deferving  praifes,  think  the  lover  kind  : 
To  my  belov'd  thefe  marriage-robes  I  owe, 
I  'm  his  defire,  and  he  would  have  it  fo. 

Scarce  fpake  the  fpoufe,  but  fee  the  lover  near! 
Her  humble  temper  brought  the  Prefence  here  ; 
Then,  rais'd  by  grace,  and  ftrongly  vvarm'd  by  love. 
No  fecond  languor  lets  her  Lord  remove ; 
She  flies  to  meet  him,  zeal  fupplies  the  v/ings. 
And  thus  her  hafle  to  work  his  will  flie  fmgs : 
Come,  my  beloved,  to  the  fields  repair. 
Come,  where  another  fpot  demands  our  care ; 
There  in  the  village  we  '11  to  reft  recline. 
Mean  as  it  is,  I  try  to  make  it  thine. 
When  the  firft  rays  their  chearing  crimfon  flied. 
We  '11  rife  betimes  to  fee  the  vineyard  fpread ; 
See  vines  luxuriant-verdur'd  leaves  difplay. 
Supporting  tendrils  curling  all  the  way. 
See  young  unpurpled  grapes  in  clufters  grow. 
And  fmell  pomegranate -bloflbms  as  they  blow  ; 
There  will  I  give  my  loves,  employ  my  care. 
And,  as  my  labours  thrive,  approve  me  there  : 
Scarce  have  we  pafs'd  my  gate,  the  fcent  we  meet. 
My  covering  jafmines  now  diffufe  their  fweet ; 
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My  fpicy  flowerets,  mingled  as  they  fly. 
With  doubling  odours  croud  a  balmy  flcy. 
Now  all  the  fruits,  which  crown  the  feafon,  view, 
Thefe  nearer  fruits  are  old,  and  thofe  are  new ; 
And  thefe,  and  all  of  every  loaded  tree. 
My  love,  I  gather,  and  referve  for  thee. 
If  then  thy  fpoufe's  labour  pleafe  thee  well. 
Oh  !  like  my  brethren,  with  thy  Sifter  dwell ; 
No  blamelefs  maid,  whofe  fond  carefTes  meet 
An  infant-brother  in  the  public  ftreet. 
Clings  to  its  lips  with  lefs  referve  than  I 
Would  hang  on  thine,  where'er  I  found  thee  nigh  : 
No  fhame  would  make  me  from  thy  fide  remove. 
No  danger  make  me  not  confefs  thy  love. 
Strait  to  my  mother's  houfe,  thine  Ifrael  flie 
(And  thou  my  monarch  wouldft  arrive  with  me)  ; 
'Tis  there  I'd  lead  thee,  where  I  mean  to  ftay. 
Till  thou,  by  her,  inftrudl  my  foul  to  pray ; 
There  {halt  thou  prove  my  virtues,  drink  my  wine. 
And  feel  my  joy,  to  find  me  wholly  thine. 
Oh  !  while  my  foul  were  fick,  through  fond  defire. 
Thine  hands  ftiould  hold  me  left  my  life  expire ; 
As  round  a  child  the  parents'  arms  are  plac'd. 
This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waift. 

So  caft  thy  cares  on  me,  the  lover  cry'd. 
Lean  to  my  bofom,  lean,  my  lovely  bride ; 
And  now,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  blifs. 
Let  nothing  difcompofe  a  love  like  this ; 
But  guard  her  reft  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
I  caus'd  her  languor,  guard  her  while  flie  will. 
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Here  paufe  the  lines,  but  foon  the  lines  renew. 
Once  more  the  pair  celeftial  come  to  view ; 
Ah  !  feek  them  once,  my  ravilh'd  fancy,  more. 
And  then  thy  fongs  of  Solomon  are  o'er  : 
By  yon  green  bank  purfue  their  orb  of  light. 
The  fun  fhines  out,  but  lliines  not  half  fo  bright. 
See  Salem's  maids,  in  white,  attend  the  King, 
They  greet  the  fpoufes — hark,  to  what  they  fing. 

Who,  from  the  defert,  where  the  wandering  clouds 
High  Sinai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds  ? 
'Tis  fhe,  the  fpoufe  !   Oh  !  favour'd  o'er  the  reft  ! 
Who  walks  reclin'd  by  fuch  a  lover's  breafl. 

The  fpoufe,  rejoicing,  heard  the  kind  falute. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  him — all  the  reft  were  mute. 
Beneath  the  Law,  our  goodly  parent  tree, 
I  went,  my  much-belov'd,  in  fearch  of  thee; 
For  thee,  like  one  in  pangs  of  travail,   ftrove ; 
Hence,  none  may  wonder  if  I  gain  thy  love. 
As  feals  their  pidlures  to  the  wax  impart. 
So  let  my  pifture  ftamp  thy  gentle  heart ; 
As  fix'd  the  fignets  on  our  hands  remain. 
So  fix  me  thine,  and  ne'er  to  part  again  : 
For  Love  is  ftrong  as  Death  ;   whene'er  they  ftrike. 
Alike  imperious,  vainly  check'd  alike  ; 
Both  dread  to  lofe.    Love,  mix'd  with  jealous  dread  ! 
As  foon  the  marble  tomb  refigns  the  dead. 
Its  fatal  arrows  fiery-pointed  fall. 
The  fire  intenfe,  and  thine  the  moft  of  all ; 
To  flack  the  points  no  chilling  floods  arc  found. 
Nay,  fhould  afliidlions  roll  like  floods  around. 
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Were  wealth  of  nations  ofFer'd,  all  would  prove 

Too  fmall  a  danger,  or  a  price  for  love. 

If  then  with  love  this  world  of  worth  agree. 

With  foft  regard  our  little  fifter  fee  ; 

How  far  unapt,  as  yet,  like  maids  that  own 

No  breafts  at  all,  or  breafts  but  hardly  grown  ; 

Her  part  of  Profelyte  is  fcarce  a  part. 

Too  much  a  Gentile  at  her  erring  heart ; 

Her  day  draws  nearer ;  what  have  we  to  do. 

Left  fhe  be  aflc'd,  and  prove  umvorthy  too  ? 

Defpair  not,  fpoufe,  he  cries;  we '11  find  the  means. 

Her  good  beginnings  aflc  the  greater  pains. 

Let  her  but  ftand,  Ihe  thrives ;  a  wall  too  low 

Is  not  rejefted  for  the  ftanding  fo ; 

What  falls  is  only  loft,  we  '11  build  her  high. 

Till  the  rich  palace  gUtters  in  the  &y. 

The  door  that's  weak  (what  need  we  fpare  the  coftr) 

If  'tis  a  door,  we  need  not  think  it  loft  ; 

The  leaves  {he  brings  us,  if  thofe  leaves  be  good. 

We  '11  clofe  in  cedar's  uncorrupting  wood. 

Wrapt  with  the  news,  the  fpoufe  converts  her  eyes. 
And,  oh  !  companions  to  the  maids,  ftie  cries. 
What  joys  are  ours,  to  hail  the  nuptial  day. 
Which  calls  our  fifter  ! — Hark,  I  hear  her  fay. 
Yes,  I  'm  a  wall ;  lo  !  fhe  that  boafted  none. 
Now  boafts  of  breafts  unmeafurably  grown; 
Large  towery  buildings,  where  fecarely  refts 
A  thoufand  thoufand  of  my  lover's  guefts  ; 
The  vaft  increafe  affords  his  heart  delight. 
And  I  find  favour  in  his  heavenly  fight. 
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The  lover  here,  to  make  her  rapture  laft. 
Thus  adds  afTurance  to  the  promife  pad. 

A  fpacious  vineyard,  in  Baal-Hamon  vale. 
The  vintage  fet,  by  Solomon,  to  fale. 
His  keepers  took  ;  and  every  keeper  paid 
A  thoufand  purfes  for  the  gains  he  made. 
And  I  've  a  vintage  too  ;  his  vintage  bleeds 
A  large  increafe,  but  my  return  exceeds. 
Let  Solomon  receive  his  keeper's  pay. 
He  gains  his  thoufand,  their  two  hundred  they ; 
Mine  is  mine  own,  't  is  in  my  prefence  ftill. 
And  fliall  increafe  the  more,  the  more  fhe  will. 
My  love,  my  vineyard,  oh  the  future  fhoots 
Which  fill  my  garden-rows  with  facred  fruits  ! 
I  faw  the  liftening  maids  attend  thy  voice. 

And  in  their  liftening  faw  their  eyes  rejoice  ; 

A  due  fuccefs  thy  words  of  comfort  met. 
Now  turn  to  me — 't  is  I  v/ould  hear  thee  yet. 

Say,  dove,  and  fpotlefs,  for  I  mull  away. 

Say,  fpoufe,  and  fitter,  all  you  wiih  to  fay. 

He  fpake  ;  the  place  was  bright  with  lambent  fire, 

(But  what  is  brightnefs,  if  the  Chrift  retire  r) 

Gold-bordering  purple  mark'd  his  road  in  air. 

And  kneeling  all,  the  fpoufe  addrefs'd  the  prayer : 
Defire  of  nations  !  if  thou  muft  be  gone. 

Accept  our  willies,  all  compriz'd  in  one  ; 

We  wait  thine  advent !  Oh,  we  long  to  fee 

I,  and  my  fitter,  both  as  one,  in  thee. 

Then  leave  thy  heaven,  and  come  and  dwell  below ; 

Why  faid  I  leave  ? — 'tis  heaven  wherc-e'er  you  go. 
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Hafte,  my  belov'd,  thy  promife  hafte  to  crown. 
The  form  thou  'It  honour  waits  thy  coming  down ; 
Nor  let  fuch  fwiftnefs  in  the  roes  be  (hown 
To  fave  themfelves,  as  thine  to  fave  thine  own. 
Hafte,  like  the  nimbleft  harts,  that  lightly  bound 
Before  the  ftretches  of  the  fwifteft  hound ; 
With  reaching  feet  devour  a  level  way, 
Acrofs  their  backs  their  branching  antlers  lay. 
In  the  cool  dews  their  bending  body  ply. 
And  brufh  the  fpicy  mountains  as  they  fly. 
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THUS  fung  the  king — Some  angel  reach  a  bough 
From  Eden's  tree  to  crown  the  wifeft  brow. 
And  nov/,  thou  faireft  garden  ever  made. 
Broad  banks  of  fpices,  bloflbm'd  walks  of  ftiade, 
O  Lebanon !  where  much  I  love  to  dwell. 
Since  I  muft  leave  thee,  Lebanon,  farewell ! 

Swift  from  my  foul  the  fair  idea  flies, 
A  wilder  fight  the  changing  fcene  fupplies ; 
Wide  feas  come  rolling  to  my  future  page. 
And  ftorms  ftand  ready,  when  I  call,  to  rage. 
Then  go  where  Joppa  crowns  the  winding  fliore. 
The  prophet  Jonah  juft  arrives  before  ; 
He  fees  a  fliip  unmooring,  foft  the  gales. 
He  pays,  and  enters,  and  the  vefl'el  fails. 

Ah,  wouldft  thou  fly  thy  God  ?  rafh  man,  forbear. 
What  land  fo  diftant  but  thy  God  is  there  ? 
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Weak  reafon,  ceafe  thy  voice. — They  run  the  deep. 
And  the  tir'd  Prophet  lays  his  limbs  to  fleep. 
Here  God  fpeaks  louder,  fends  a  ftorm  to  fea. 
The  clouds  remove  to  give  the  vengeance  way  ; 
Strong  blafts  come  whirling,  by  degrees  they  roar. 
And  fhove  big  furges  tumbling  on  to  Ihore  ; 
The  veflcl  bounds,  then  rolls,  and  every  blafi: 
Works  hard  to  tear  her  by  the  groaning  mall ; 
The  failors,  doubling  all  their  fhouts  and  cares, 
Farl  the  white  canvas,  and  caft  forth  the  wares  ; 
Each  feek  the  God  their  native  regions  own. 
In  vain  they  feek  them,  for  thofe  Gods  were  none. 
Yet  Jonah  flept  the  while,  who  folely  knew. 
In  all  that  number,  where  to  find  the  true. 
To  whom  the  pilot :  Sleeper,  rife  and  pray. 
Our  Gods  are  deaf;  may  thine  do  more  than  they  ! 

But  thus  the  reft :   Perhaps  we  waft  a  foe 
To  heaven  itfelf,  and  that 's  our  caufe  of  woe ; 
Let's  feek  by  lots,  if  heaven  be  pleas'd  to  tell ; 
And  what  they  fought  by  lots,  on  Jonah  fell  : 
Then,  whence  he  came,  and  who,  and  what,  and  v/hy 
Thus  rag'd  the  tempeft,  all  confus'dly  cry  ; 
Each  prefs'd  in  haile  to  get  his  queftion  heard. 
When  Jonah  Hops  them  with  a  grave  regard. 

An  Hebrew  man,  you  fee,  who  God  revere. 
He  made  this  world,  and  makes  this  world  his  care ; 
His  the  whirl'd  fky,  thefe  waves  that  lift  their  head. 
And  his  yon  land,  on  which  you  long  to  tread. 
He  charg'd  me  late,  to  Nineveh  repair. 
And  to  their  face  denounce  his  fentence  there  : 
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Go,  (vAd  the  vifion.  Prophet,  preach  to  all. 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  fhall  fall. 
But  well  I  knew  him  gracious  to  forgive. 
And  much  my  zeal  abhorr'd  the  bad  fhould  live  ; 
And  if  they  turn,  they  live  ;  then  what  were  I 
But  fome  falfe  Prophet,  when  they  fail  to  die  ? 
Or  what,  I  fancied,  had  the  Gentiles  too 
With  Hebrew  prophets,  and  their  God,  to  do  ? 
Drav.'n  by  the  wilful  thoughts,  my  foil  I  run, 
I  fled  his  prefence,  and  the  work's  undone. 

The  ftorm  increafes  as  the  Prophet  fpeaks. 
O'er  the  toft  fnip  a  foaming  billow  breaks ; 
She  rifes  pendant  on  the  lifted  waves. 
And  thence  defcries  a  thoufand  watery  graves ; 
Then,  downward  rufhing,  watery  mountains  hide 
Her  hulk  beneath,  in  deaths  on  every  fide. 
O,  cry  the  failors  all,  thy  faft  was  ill. 
Yet,  if  a  Prophet,  fpeak  thy  mafter'.s  will ; 
What  part  is  ours  with  thee  ?  can  aught  remain 
To  bring  the  bleflings  of  a  calm  again  ? 

Then  Jonah  :  Mine 's  the  death  will  beft  atone 
(And  God  is  pleas'd  that  I  pronounce  my  own) ; 
Arife,  and  caft  me  forth,  the  wind  will  ceafe. 
The  fea  fubfiding  wear  the  looks  of  peace. 
And  you  fecurely  fteer.     For  well  I  fee 
Myfelf  the  criminal,  the  ftorm  for  me. 

Yet  pity  moves  for  one  that  owns  a  blame. 
And  awe  refulting  from  a  Prophet's  name ; 
Love  pleads,  he  kindly  meant  for  them  to  die ; 
Fear  pleads  againft  him,  left  they  power  defy  : 


JONAH.  aaj 

If  then  to  aid  the  flight  abets  the  fin. 

They  think  to  land  him  where  they  took  him  in. 

Perhaps,  to  quit  the  caufe,  might  end  the  woe. 

And,  God  appeafing,  let  the  veflel  go. 

For  this  they  fix  their  oars,  and  firike  the  main. 

But  God  withftands  them,  and  they  llrike  in  vain. 
The  ftorm  increafes  more  with  want  of  light. 

Low  blackening  clouds  involve  the  fhip  in  night ; 

Thick  battering  rains  fly  through  the  driving  fkies. 

Loud  thunder  bellows,  darted  lightning  flies ; 

A  dreadful  pifture  night-born  horror  drew. 

And  his,  or  their's,  or  both  their  fates,  they  view. 

Then  thus  to  God  they  cry  :  Almighty  power. 
Whom  we  ne'er  knew  till  this  defpairing  hour. 
From  this  devoted  blood  thy  fervants  free. 
To  us  he 's  innocent,  if  fo  to  thee  ; 
In  all  the  paft  we  fee  thy  wond'rous  hand. 
And  that  he  perifli,  think  it  thy  command. 

This  prayer  perform'd,  they  call  the  Prophet  o'er  j 
A  furge  receives  him,  and  he  mounts  no  more ; 
Then  Hill 's  the  thunder,  ceafe  the  flames  of  blue. 
The  rains  abated,  and  the  winds  withdrew  ; 
The  clouds  ride  off,  and,  as  they  march  away. 
Through  every  breaking  flaoots  a  chearful  day ; 
The  fea,  which  rag'd  fo  loud,  accepts  the  prize, 
A  while  it  rolls,  then  all  the  tempeft  dies  ; 
By  gradual  finking,  flat  the  furface  grows. 
And  fafe  the  vefl^til  with  the  failors  goes. 
The  Lion  thus,  that  bounds  the  fences  o'er. 
And  makes  tlie  mountain-echoes  learn  to  roar. 
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If  on  the  lawn  a  branching  deer  he  rend. 
Then  falls  his  hunger,  all  his  roarings  end ; 
Murmuring  a  while,  to  reft  his  limbs  he  lays. 
And  the  freed  lawn  enjoys  its  herd  at  eafe. 

Blefs'd  with  the  fudden  calm,  the  failors  own 
That  wretched  Jonah  worlhip'd  right  alone ; 
Then  make  their  vows,  the  viftim  fheep  prepare. 
Bemoan  the  Prophet,  and  the  God  revere. 

Now,  though  you  fear  to  lofe  the  power  to  breathe. 
Now,  though  you  tremble.  Fancy,  dive  beneath ; 
What  v/orlds  of  wonders  in  the  deep  are  feen  ! 
But  this  the  greatcft — Jonah  lives  within  ! 
The  man  who  fondly  fled  the  Maker's  view. 
Strange  as  the  crime,  has  found  a  dungeon  too. 
God  fent  a  monfter  of  the  frothing  fea. 
Fit,  by  the  bulk,  to  gorge  the  living  prey. 
And  lodge  him  ftill  alive ;  this  hulk  receives 
The  falling  Prophet,  as  he  dalh'd  the  waves. 
There,  newly  wak'd  from  fancied  death,  he  lies. 
And  oft  again  in  apprehenfion  dies : 
While  three  long  days  and  nights,  depriv'd  of  fleep. 
He  turn'd  and  tofs'd  him  up  and  down  the  deep. 
He  thinks  the  judgment  of  the  ftrangeft  kind. 
And  much  he  wonders  what  the  Lord  defign'd; 
Yet,  fmce  he  lives,  the  gift  of  life  he  weighs. 
That's  time  for  prayer,  and  thus  a  ground  for  praife ; 
From  the  dark  entrails  of  the  whale  to  thee, 
(This  new  contrivance  of  a  hell  to  me) 
To  thee,  my  God,  I  cry'd  ;  my  full  diftrefs 
Pierc'd  thy  kind  ear,  and  brought  my  foul  redrefs. 
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Call  to  the  deep  I  fell,  by  thy  command. 
Call  in  the  midft,  beyond  the  reach  of  land ; 
Then  to  the  midft  brought  down,  the  feas  abide 
Beneath  my  feet,  the  feas  on  every  fide; 
In  ftorms  the  billow,  and  in  calms  the  wave. 
Are  moving  coverings  to  my  wandering  grave. 
.Forc'd  by  defpair,  I  cry'd.  How  to  my  coft 
I  fled  thy.prefence.  Oh,  for  ever  loft  ! 
But  hope  revives  my  foul,  and  makes  me  fay. 
Yet  tow'rds  thy  temple  fhall  I  turn  and  pray ; 
Or,  if  I  know  not  here  where  Salem  lies. 
Thy  temple's  heaven,  and  faith  has  inward  eyes, 
Alas  !  the  waters,  which  my  whale  furround. 
Have  through  my  forrowing  foul  a  paffage  found ; 
And  now  the  dungeon  moves,  new  depths  I  try. 
New  thoughts  of  danger  all  his  paths  fupply. 
The  laft  of  deeps  affords  the  laft  of  dread. 
And  wraps  its  funeral  weeds  around  my  head  : 
Now  o'er  the  fand  his  rollings  feem  to  go. 
Where  the  big  mountains  root  their  bafe  below ; 
And  now  to  rocks  and  clefts  their  courfe  they  take, 
Earth's  endlefs  bars,  too  ftrong  for  me  to  break  ; 
Yet,  from  th'  abyfs,  my  God  !  thy  grace  divine 
Hath  call'd  him  upward,  and  my  life  is  mine. 
Still,  as  I  tofs'd,  I  fcarce  retain'd  my  breath. 
My  foul  was  fick  within,  and  faint  to  death. 
'Twas  then  I  thought  of  thee,  for  pity  pray'd. 
And  to  thy  temple  flew  the  prayers  I  made. 
The  men,  whom  lying  vanity  enfnares, 
Forfake  thy  mercy,  that  which  might  be  theirs. 

VOL.  XXVII.  Q^ 
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But  I  will  pay — my  God !  my  King  !  receivs 
The  folemn  vows  my  full  affe£tion  gave. 
When  in  thy  temple,  for  a  pfalm,  I  fing 
Salvation  only  from  my  God,  my  king. 

Thus  endb  the  Prophet ;  iirft  from  Canaan  fent. 
To  let  the  Gentiles  know  they  muit  repent : 
God  hears,  and  fpeaks ;  the  Whale,  at  God's  command, 
Heaves  to  the  light,  and  calb  him  forth  to  land. 

With  long  fatigue,  with  unexpedled  eafe, 
Opprefs'd  a  while,  he  lies  afide  the  feas; 
His  eyes,  though  glad,  in  ftrange  aftonifh'd  way 
Stare  at  the  golden  front  of  chearful  day  ; 
Then,  llowly  rais'd,  he  fees  the  wonder  plain. 
And  what  he  pray'd,  he  wrote,  to  fmg  again. 

The  fong  recorded  brings  his  vow  to  mind  ; 
He  muft  be  thankful,  for  the  Lord  was  kind ; 
Strait  to  the  work  he  fhunn'd  he  flies  in  hafl:e 
(That  feems  his  vow,  or  feems  a  part  at  leaft)  ; 
Preaching  he  comes,  and  thus  denounc'd  to  all. 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  fhall  fall. 
Fear  feiz'd  the  Gentiles,  Nineveh  believes ; 
All  fail  with  penitence,  and  God  forgives. 

Nor  yet  of  ufe  the  Prophet's  fufFering  fails. 
Hell's  deep  black  bcfom  more  than  fhews  the  Whale's, 
But  fome  refemblance  brings  a  type  to  view. 
The  place  was  dark,  the  time  proportion'd  too. 
A  race,  the  Saviour  cries,  a  fmful  race. 
Tempts  for  a  fign  the  powers  of  heavenly  grace. 
And  let  them  take  the  fign  :  as  Jonah  lay. 
Three  days  and  nights  within  the  fifh  of  prey  j 
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So  fhall  the  Son  of  Man  defcend  below. 
Earth's  opening  entrails  fhall  retain  him  fo. 

My  foul,  now  feek  the  fong,  and  find  me  there 
What  Heaven  has  (hewn  thee  to  repel  defpair ; 
See,  where  from  Hell  Ihe  breaks  the  crumbling  ground. 
Her  hairs  ftand  upright,  and  they  ftare  around  ; 
Her  horrid  front  deep-trenching  wrinkles  trace. 
Lean  fliarpening  looks  deform  her  livid  face ; 
Bent  lie  the  brows,  and  at  the  bend  below. 
With  fire  and  blood  two  wandering  eye-balls  glow ; 
Fill'd  are  her  arms  with  numerous  aids  to  kill. 
And  God  fhe  fancies  but  the  judge  of  ill. 
Oh,  fair-ey'd  Hope  !   thou  fee'ft  the  paffion  nigh. 
Daughter  of  Promife,  Oh  forbear  to  fly  ! 
Alfurance  holds  thee.  Fear  would  have  thee  go, 
Clofe  thy  blue  wings,  and  Hand  thy  deadly  foe ; 
The  Judge  of  111  is  ftill  the  Lord  of  Grace, 
As  fuch  behold  him  in  the  Prophet's  cafe. 
Call  to  be  drown'd,  devour'd  within  the  fea. 
Sunk  to  the  deep,  and  yet  reftor'd  to  day. 

Oh,  love  the  Lord,  my  foul,  vvhofe  parent  care 
So  rules  the  world  he  punifhes  to  fpare. 
If  heavy  grief  my  downcaft  heart  opprefs. 
My  body  danger,  or  my  ftate  diftrefs. 
With  low  fubmiffion  in  thy  temper  bow. 
Like  Jonah  pray,  like  Jonah  make  thy  vow; 
With  hopes  of  comfort  kifs  the  challening  rod. 
And,  fhunning  mad  defpair,  repofe  in  God ; 
Then,  whatfoe'er  the  Prophet's  vow  defign. 
Repentance,  Thanks,  and  Charity,  be  miiKo 
0^2 
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H    E    Z    E   K   I    A   H. 

FROM  the  bleak  beach,  and  broad  expanfe  of  fea^ 
To  lofty  Salem,  Thought,  direft  thy  way ; 
Mount  thy  light  chariot,  move  along  the  plains. 
And  end  thy  flight  when  Hezekiah  reigns. 

How  fwiftly  Thought  has  pafs'd  from  land  to  land. 
And  quite  out-run  Time's  meafuring-glafs  of  fand ! 
Great  Salem's  walls  appear,  and  I  refort 
To  view  the  ftate  of  Hezekiah's  court. 

Well  may  that  king  a  pious  verfe  infpire. 
Who  cleans'd  the  temple,  who  reviv'd  the  choir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fervice  David  fix'd  before. 
That  heavenly  mufic  might  on  earth  adore. 
Deep-rob'd  in  white,  he  made  the  Levites  ftand 
With  cymbals,  harps,  and  pfalteries  in  their  hand  ; 
He  gave  the  priefts  their,  trumpets,  prompt  to  raife 
The  tuneful  foul,  by  force  of  found,  to  praife. 
A  fkilful  mafler  for  the  fong  he  chofe. 
The  fongs  were  David's  thefe,  and  AHiph's  thofe; 
Then  burns  their  offering,  all  around  rejoice. 
Each  tunes  his  inftrument  to  join  the  voice  ; 
The  trumpets  founded,  and  the  fmgers  fung. 
The  people  worfhipp'd,  and  the  temple  rung. 
Each,  while  the  vidlim  burns,  prefents  his  heart. 
Then  the  prieft  blefTes,  and  the  people  part. 

Hail !  facred  Mufic  !   fmce  you  know  to  draw 
The  foul  to  heaven,  the  fpirit  to  the  law. 


I 


H     E     Z     E     K     I     A     H.  2^j 

I  come  to  prove  thy  force,  thy  warbling  ftring 
May  tune  my  foul  to  write  what  others  fmg. 
But  is  this  Salem?  this  the  promis'd  blifs, 
Thefe  fighs  and  groans  ?  what  means  the  realm  by  this  ? 
What  folemn  forrow  dwells  in  every  ftreet  ? 
What  fear  confounds  the  downcalt  looks  I  meet  ? 
Alas !  the  king !  whole  nations  fink  with  woe. 
When  righteous  kings  are  fummon'd  hence  to  go ; 
The  king  lies  fick ;  and  thus,  to  fpeak  his  doom. 
The  Prophet,  grave  Ifaiah,  ftalks  the  room  : 
Oh,  Prince,  thy  fervant,  fent  from  God,  believe ; 
Set  all  in  order,  for  thou  canft  not  live. 
Solemn  he  faid,  and  fighing  left  the  place ; 
Deep  prints  of  horror  furrow'd  every  face  ; 
Within  their  minds  appear  eternal  glooms. 
Black  gaping  marbles  of  their  monarchs'  tombs ; 
A  king  belov'd  deceas'd,  his  offspring  none. 
And  wars  deftruftive,  ere  they  fix  the  throne. 
Strait  to  the  wall  he  turn'd,  with  dark  defpair, 
('Tvvas  tow'rds  the  temple,  or  for  private  prayer,) 
And  thus  to  God  the  pious  monarch  fpoke. 
Who  burn'd  the  groves,  the  brazen  ferpent  broke  : 
Remember,  Lord,  with  what  a  heart  for  right. 
What  care  for  truth,  I  walk'd  within  thy  fight. 

'Twas  thus  with  terror,  prayers,  and  tears,  he  tofs'<3. 
When  the  mid-court  the  grave  Ifaiah  crofs'd. 
Whom,  in  the  cedar  columns  of  the  fquare. 
Meets  a  fweet  Angel,  hung  in  glittering  air. 
Seiz'd  with  a  trance,  he  ftopp'd,  before  his  eye 
Clears  a  rais'd  arch  of  vifionary  fky, 
^5 
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Where,  as  a  minute  pafs'd,  the  greater  light 
Purpling  appear'd,  and  fouth'd  and  fet  in  night ; 
A  moon  fucceeding  leads  the  ftarry  train. 
She  glides,  and  fmks  her  filver  horns  again  ; 
A  fecond  fancied  morning  drives  the  fhades, 
Clos'd  by  the  dark,  the  fecond  evening  fades ; 
The  third  bright  dawn  awakes,  and  ftralt  he  fees 
The  temple  rife,  the  monarch  on  his  knees. 
Pleas'd  with  the  fcene,  his  inward  thoughts  rejoice. 
When  thus  the  Guardian  Angel  form'd  a  voice  : 
Now  tow'rds  the  captain  of  my  people  go. 
And,  Seer,  relate  him  what  thy  vifions  Ihow; 
The  Lord  has  heard  his  words,  and  feen  his  tears. 
And  through  fifteen  extends  his  future  years. 

Here,  to  the  room  prepar'd  with  difmal  black. 
The  Prophet  turning,  brought  the  comfort  back. 
Oh,  monarch,  hail,  he  cry'd;  thy  words  are  heard. 
Thy  virtuous  aftions  meet  a  kind  regard ; 
God  gives  thee  fifteen  years,  when  thrice  a  day 
Shews  the  round  fun,  within  the  temple  pray. 

When  thrice  the  day  !  furpriz'd,  the  monarch  cries. 
When  thrice  the  fun  !  what  power  have  I  to  rife  I 
But,  if  thy  comfort 's  human  or  di\'ine, 
'Tis  'Ihort  to  prove  it — give  thy  prince  a  fign. 

Behold,  the  Prophet  cry'd  (and  ftretch'd  his  hands)  j 
Againft  yon  lattice,  where  the  dial  ftands ; 
Now  fhall  the  fun  a  backward  journey  go 
Through  ten  drawn  lines,  or  leap  to  ten  below. 
'Tis  eafier  porting  Nature's  airy  track. 
Replies  the  monarch  :  let  the  fan  go  back. 
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Attentive  here  he  gaz'd,  the  Prophet  pray'd. 
Back  went  the  fun,  and  back  purfued  the  (hade. 

Chear'd  by  the  fign,  and  by  the  Prophet  heal'd. 
What  facred  thanks  his  gratitude  reveaPd  ! 
As  fickly  fvvallows,  when  a  fummer  ends. 
Who  mifs'd  the  pafTage  with  their  flying  friends. 
Take  to  a  wall,  there  lean  the  languid  head. 
While  all  who  find  them  think  the  fleepers  dead  ; 
If  yet  their  warmth  new  days  of  fummer  bring. 
They  wake,  and  joyful  flutter  up  to  fmg  : 
So  far'd  the  monarch,  fick  to  death  he  lay. 
His  court  defpair'd,  and  watch 'd  the  lafl:  decay ; 
At  length  new  favour  fhines,  new  life  he  gains. 
And  rais'd  he  fings  ;  'tis  thus  the  fong  remains  : 

I  faid,  my  God,  when  in  the  loath 'd  difeafe 
Thy  Prophet's  words  cut  off  my  future  days. 
Now  to  the  grave,  with  mournful  haik,  I  go. 
Now  death  unbars  his  fable  gates  below. 
How  might  my  years  by  courfe  of  nature  lafl: ! 
But  thou  pronounc'd  it,  and  the  profpeft  pafs'd. 
I  faid.  My  God,  thy  fervant  now  no  more 
Shall  in  thy  temple's  facred  courts  adore; 
No  more  on  earth  with  living  man  converfe. 
Shrunk  in  a  cold  uncomfortable  hearfe. 
My  life,  like  tents  which  wandering  fiiepherds  raife. 
Proves  a  fliort  dwelling,  and  removes  at  eafe. 
My  fins  purfue  me ;  fee  the  deadly  band ! 
My  God,  who  fees  them,  cuts  me  from  the  land ; 
As  when  a  weaver  finds  his  labour  fped. 
Swift  from  the  beam  he  parts  the  fafliening  thread. 
<i,4 
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With  pining  ficknefs  all  from  night  to  day. 
From  day  to  night,  he  makes  my  ftrength  decay : 
Reckoning  the  time,  I  roll  with  reftlefs  groans. 
Till,  with  a  lion's  force,  he  crufh  my  bones ; 
New  morning  dawns,  but,  like  the  morning  paft, 
'Tis  day,  'tis  night,  and  ftill  my  forrows  laft. 
Now,  fcreaming  like  the  crane,  my  words  I  fpoke. 
Now,  like  the  fvvallow,  chattering  quick,  and  broke ; 
Now,  like  the  doleful  dove,  when  on  the  plains 
Her  mourning  tone  afFedls  the  liftening  fwains. 
To  heaven,  for  aid,  my  wearying  eyes  I  throw. 
At  length  they  're  weary'd  quite,  and  fink  with  woe. 
From  Death's  arreft,  for  fome  delays,  I  fue ; 
Thou,  Lord,  who  judg'd  me,  thou  reprieve  me,  too. 

Rapture  of  joy  !  what  can  thy  fervant  fay  ? 
He  fent  his  Prophet  to  prolong  my  day ; 
Through  my  glad  limbs  I  feel  the  wonder  run. 
Thus  faid  the  Lord,  and  this  Himfelf  has  done. 
Soft  fliall  I  walk,  and,  well  fecur'd  from  fears, 
PofTefs  the  comforts  of  my  future  years. 
Keep  foft,  my  heart,  keep  humble,  while  they  roll. 
Nor  e'er  forget  my  bitternefs  of  foul. 
'Tis  by  the  means  thy  facred  words  fupply. 
That  mankind  live,  but  in  peculiar  I ; 
A  fecond  grant  thy  mercy  pleas'd  to  give. 
And  my  rais'd  fpirits  doubly  feem  to  live. 
Behold  the  time  !  when  peace  adorn'd  my  reign, 
'Twas  then  I  felt  my  ftroke  of  humbling  pain  j 
Corruption  dug  her  pit,  I  fear'd  to  fmk, 
God  lov'd  my  foul,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  brink. 


H     E     Z     E     K     I    A     H.  233 

He  turn'd  my  follies  from  his  gracious  eye. 
As  men  who  pafs  accounts,  and  caft  them  by. 

What  mouth  has  death,  which  can  thy  praife  proclaim? 
What  tongue  the  grave,  to  fpeak  thy  glorious  name  ? 
Or  will  the  fenfelefs  dead  exult  with  mirth, 
Mov'd  to  their  hope  by  promifes  on  earth  ? 
The  living.  Lord,  the  living  only  praife. 
The  living  only  fit  to  fing  thy  lays  : 
Thefe  feel  thy  favours,  thefe  thy  temple  fee ; 
Thefe  raife  the  fong,  as  I  this  day  to  thee. 
Nor  will  thy  truth  the  prefent  only  reach, 
Tlus  the  good  fathers  fhall  their  offspring  teach ; 
Report  the  bleffings  which  adorn  my  page. 
And  hand  their  own,  with  mine,  from  age  to  age. 

So,  when  the  Maker  heard  his  creature  crave. 
So  kindly  rofe  his  ready  Will  to  fave. 
Then  march  we  folemn  tow'rds  the  temple-door. 
While  all  our  joyful  mufic  founds  before  ; 
There,  on  this  day,  through  all  my  life  appear. 
When  tills  comes  round  in  each  returning  year ; 
There  llrike  the  ftrings,  our  voices  jointly  raife. 
And  let  his  dwellings  hear  my  fongs  of  praife. 

Thus  wrote  the  monarch,  and  I  '11  think  the  lay 
Defign'd  for  public,  when  he  went  to  pray  ; 
I  '11  think  the  perfeft  compofition  runs, 
Perform'd  by  Heman's  or  Jeduthun's  fons. 

Then,  fmce  the  time  arrives  the  Seer  foretold. 
And  the  third  moining  rolls  an  orb  of  gold. 
With  thankful  zeal,  recover'd  Prince,  prepare 
To  lead  thy  nation  to  the  dome  of  prayer. 
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My  fancy  takes  her  chariot  once  again. 
Moves  the  rich  wheels,  and  mingles  in  thy  train; 
She  fees  the  fingers  reach  Moriah's  hill. 
The  minftrels  follow,  then  the  porches  fill ; 
She  wakes  the  numerous  inftruments  of  art. 
That  each  perform  its  own  adapted  part ; 
Seeks  airs  expreflive  of  thy  grateful  ftrains. 
And,  liftening,  hears  the  vary'd  tune  ftie  feigns. 

From  a  grave  pitch,  to  fpeak  the  monarch's  woe. 
The  notes  flow  down,  and  deeply  found  below ; 
All  long-continuing,  while  depriv'd  of  eafe 
He  rolls  for  tedious  nights  and  heavy  days. 
Here  intermix 'd  with  difcord,  when  the  crane 
Screams  in  the  notes,  through  fharper  fenfe  of  pain ; 
There,  run  with  defcant  on,  and  taught  to  Ihake, 
When  pangs  repeated  force  the  voice  to  break  : 
Now  like  the  dove  they  murmur,  till  in  fighs 
They  fall,  and  languifh  with  the  failing  eyes : 
Then  fiowly  Slackening,  to  furprize  the  more. 
From  a  dead  paufe  his  e>fclamations  loar. 
To  meet  brifk  health  the  notes  afcending  fly. 
Live  uith  the  living,  and  exult  on  high ; 
Yet  ftill  diftinft  in  parts  the  mufic  plays. 
Till  prince  and  people  both  are  call'd  to  praife  ; 
Then  all,  uniting,  ftrongly  ftrike  the  firing. 
Put  forth  their  utmoft  breath,  and  loudly  fing ; 
The  wide-fpread  chorus  fills  the  facred  ground. 
And  holy  tranfport  fcales  the  clouds  with  found. 

Ox  thus,  or  livelier,  if  their  hand  and  voice 
Join'd  the  good  anthem,  might  the  realm  rejoice. 
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This  ftory  known,  the  learn'd  Chaldeans  came. 
Drawn  by  the  fign  obferv'd,  or  mov'd  by  fame; 
Thefe  aflc  the  fad  for  Hezekiah  done. 
And  much  they  wonder  at  their  God  the  fun. 
That  thrice  he  drove,  through  one  extent  of  day. 
His  gold-ihod  horfes  in  etherial  way  : 
Then  vainly  ground  their  guefs  on  nature's  laws  ; 
The  foundeil  knowledge  owns  a  greater  caufe. 

Faith  knows  the  faft  tranfcends,  and  bids  me  find 
What  help  for  praftice  here  incites  the  mind  : 
Strait  to  the  fong,  the  thankful  fong,  I  move ; 
May  fuch  the  voice  of  every  creature  prove  ! 
If  every  creature  meets  its  (hare  of  woe. 
And  for  kind  refcues  every  creature  owe. 
In  public  fo  thy  Maker's  praife  proclaim. 
Nor  what  you  begg'd  with  tears,  conceal  with  fhame. 

'Tis  there  the  miniftry  thy  name  repeat. 
And  tell  what  mercies  were  vouchfaf 'd  of  late  ; 
Then  joins  the  church,  and  begs,  through  all  our  days. 
Not  only  with  our  lips,  but  lives,  to  praife. 

'T  is  there  our  Sovereigns,  for  a  fignal  day 
The  feaft  proclalm'd,  their  fignal  thanks  repay. 
O'er  the  long  ftreets  we  fee  the  chariots  wheel. 
And,  following,  think  of  Hezekiah  iHll. 
In  the  blefs'd  dome  we  meet  the  white-rob'd  choir. 
In  whofe  fweet  notes  our  ravifh'd  fouls  afpire  ; 
Side  anfwerlng  fide,  we  hear,  and  bear  a  part. 
All  warm'd  with  language  from  the  grateful  heatt ; 
Or  raife  the  fong,  where  meeting  keys  rejoice. 
And  teach  the  bafe  to  wed  the  treble  voice  ; 
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Art's  foftening  echoes  in  the  mufic  found. 
And,  anfwering  nature's,  from  the  roof  rebound. 
Here  clofe  my  verfe,  the  fervice  afks  no  more, 
Blefs  thy  good  God,  and  give  the  tranfport  o'er. 


HABAKKUK. 

NOW  leave  the  porch,  to  vifion  now  retreat. 
Where  the  next  rapture  glows  with  varying  heat ; 
Now  change  the  time,  and  change  the  temple-fcene. 
The  following  Seer  forewarns  a  future  reign. 
To  fome  retirement,  where  the  Prophets'  fons 
Indulge  their  holy  flight,  my  fancy  runs  ; 
Some  facred  college,  built  for  praife  and  prayer. 
And  heavenly  dream,  fhe  feeks  Habakkuk  there. 
Perhaps  'tis  there  he  moans  the  nation's  fin. 
Hears  the  word  come,  or  feels  the  fit  within ; 
Or  fees  the  vifion,  fram'd  with  angels'  hands. 
And  dreads  the  judgments  of  revolted  lands ; 
Or  holds  a  converfe,  if  the  Lord  appear. 
And,  like  Elijah,  wraps  his  face  for  fear. 
This  deep  .recefs  portends  an  a£l  of  weight, 
A  mefi"age  labouring  with  the  work  of  fate. 

Methinks  the  ikies  have  loll;  their  lovely  blue, 
A  ftorm  rides  fiery,  thick  the  clouds  enfue. 
Fall'n  to  the  ground,  with  proftrate  face  I  lie  : 
Oh  !   't  were  the  fame  in  this  to  gaze  and  die  ! 
But  hark  the  Prophet's  voice  ;  My  prayers  complain 
Of  labour  fpent,  of  preaching  urg'd  in  vain. 
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And  mult,  my  God,  thy  forrowing  fervant  flill 
Quit  my  lone  joys,  to  walk  this  world  of  ill  ? 
Where  fpoiling  rages,  ftrife  and  wrong  command. 
And  the  flack'd  laws  no  longer  curb  the  land  ? 

At  this  a  ftrange  and  more  than  human  found 
Thus  breaks  the  cloud,and  daunts  the  trembling  ground. 
Behold,  ye  Gentiles ;  wondering  all  behold. 
What  fcarce  ye  credit,  though  the  work  be  told ; 
For,  lo,  the  proud  Chaldean  troops  I  raife, 
To  march  the  breadth,  and  all  the  region  feize  ; 
Fierce  as  the  prowling  wolves,  at  clofe  of  day. 
And  fwift  as  Vagles  in  purfuit  of  prey. 
As  eaftern  winds  to  blaft  the  feafon  blow. 
For  blood  and  rapine  flies  the  dreadful  foe  ; 
Leads  the  fad  captives,  countlefs  as  the  fand. 
Derides  the  princes,  and  deflroys  the  land. 
Yet  thefe,  triumphant  grown,  offend  me  more. 
And  only  thank  the  gods  they  chofe  before. 
•    Art  thou  not  holiell,  here  the  prophet  cries ; 
Supreme,  Eternal,  of  the  pureft  eyes  ? 
And  fliall  thofe  eyes  the  wicked  realms  regard. 
Their  crimes  be  great,  yet  viftory  their  reward  ? 
Shall  thefe  iHll  ravage  more  and  more  to  reign. 
Draw  the  full  net,  and  call  to  fill  again  ? 
As, watch-men  filent  fit,  I  wait  to  fee 
How  folves  my  doubt,  what  fpeaks  the  Lord  to  me. 

Then  go,  the  Lord  replies,  fufpend  thy  fears. 
And  write  the  vifion  for  a  term  of  years  : 
Thy  foes  will  feel  their  turn  when  thofe  are  paft. 
Wait,  though  it  tarry  ;  fure  it  comes  at  laft. 
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'T  is  for  tkeir  rapine,  lufts,  and  thirft  of  blood. 
And  all  their  unprotedling  gods  of  wood. 
The  Lord  is  prefent  on  his  facred  hill, 
Ceafe  thy  weak  doubts,  and  let  the  wjrld  be  ftllL 

Here  terror  leaves  me ;  with  exalted  head, 
I  breathe  fine  air,  and  find  the  vifion  fled ; 
The  Seer  withdrawn,  infpir'd,  and  urg'd  to  write. 
By  the  warm  influence  of  the  facred  fight. 

His  writing  finifn'd.  Prophet-like  array 'd. 
He  brings  the  burden  on  the  region  laid ; 
His  hands  a  tablet  and  a  volume  bear, 
The  tablet  threatenings,  and  the  volume  prayer; 
Both  for  the  temple,  where,  to  fliun  decay, 
EnroU'd  the  works  of  infpiration  lay. 
And  awful,  oft  he  flops,  or  marches  flow. 
While  the  duU'd  nation  hears  him  preach  their  woe. 

Arrlv'd  at  length,  with  grave  concern  for  all. 
He  fix'd  his  table  on  the  facred  wall. 
'T  was  large  infcrib'd,  that  thofe  who  run  might  read : 
*•  Habakkuk's  burden,  by  the  Lord  decreed ; 
*•  For  Judah's  fins  her  empire  is  no  more, 
*•  The  fierce  Chaldeans  bathe  her  realm  in  gore." 

Next  to  the  prieft  his  volume  he  refign'd, 
'Twas  prayer,  with  praifes  mix'd,  to  raife  the  mind; 
'T  was  fafts  recounted,  which  their  fathers  knew, 
'T  was  power  in  wonders  manifeil  to  view ; 
'Twas  comfort,  rais'd  on  love  already  pall. 
And  hope,  that  former  love  returns  at  lalt. 

The  priefls  within  the  prophecy  convey 'd. 
The  fingers'  tunes  to  join  his  anthem  made. 
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Hear,  and  attend  the  words :  and,  holy  Thou 
That  help'd  the  Prophet,  help  the  Poet  now. 

O,  Lord,  who  rul'll  the  world,  with  mortal  ear 
I  've  heard  thy  judgments,  and  I  ftiake  for  fear. 
O,  Lord,  by  whom  their  number'd  years  we  find, 
Ev'n  in  the  midft  receive  the  drooping  mind  ; 
Ev'n  in  the  midft  thou  canfl: — then  make  it  known. 
Thy  love,  thy  will,  thy  power,  to  fave  thine  own. 
Remember  mercy,  though  thine  anger  burn. 
And  foon  to  Salem  bid  thy  flock  return. 
O,  Lord,  who  gav'ft  it  with  an  outftretch'd  hand. 
We  well  remember  how  thou  gav'ft  the  land. 

God  came  from  Teman,fouthward  fprung  the  flame. 
From  Paron-m.ount  the  one  that 's  Holy  came ; 
A  glittering  glory  made  the  defert  blaze. 
High  heaven  was  cover'd,  earth  was  fiU'd  with  praife; 
Dazzling  the  brightnefs,  not  tlie  fun  fo  bright, 
'Twas  here  the  pure  fubftantial  Fount  of  Light-; 
Shot  from  his  hand  and  fide  in  golden  ftreams. 
Came  forward  effluent  horny-pointed  beams  : 
Thus  fhone  his  coming,  as  fublimely  fair 
As  bounded  nature  has  been  fram'd  to  bear ; 
But  all  his  further  marks  of  grandeur  hid. 
Nor  what  he  could  was  known,  but  what  he  did. 
Dire  plagues  before  him  ran  at  his  command. 
To  wafte  the  nations  in  the  promis'd  land. 
A  fcorching  flame  went  forth  where'er  he  trod. 
And  burning  fevers  were  the  coals  of  God. 
Fix'd  on  the  mount  he  flood,  his  meafuring  reed 
Marks  the  rich  jealms  for  Jacob's  feed  decreed  : 

X 
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He  looks  with  anger,  and  the  nations  fly 
From  the  fierce  fparklings  of  his  dreadful  eye ; 
He  turns,  the  mountain  fhakes  its  awful  brow ; 
Awful  he  turns,  and  hills  eternal  bow. 
How  glory  there,  how  terror  here,  difplays 
His  great  unknown,  yet  everlafting  ways  ! 

•I  fee  the  fable  tents  along  the  ftrand 
Where  Cuflian  wander'd,  defolately  Hand  ; 
And  Midian's  high  pavilions  fhake  with  dread. 
While  the  tam'd  feas  thy  refcued  nation  tread. 
What  burft  the  path  ?  what  made  the  Lord  engage  ? 
Could  vvaters  anger,  feas  incite  thy  rage. 
That  thus  thine  horfes  force  the  foaming  tide. 
And  all  the  chariots  of  falvation  ride  i 
Thy  bow  was  bare  for  what  thy  mercy  fwore  ; 
Thofe  oaths,  that  promife,  Ifrael  had  before. 

The  rock  that  felt  thee  cleav'd,  the  rivers  flow. 
The  wondering  defert  lends  them  beds  below. 
Thy  might  the  mountain's  heaving  fhocks  confefs'd. 
High  fhatter'd  Horeb  trembled  o'er  the  reft. 
Great  Jordan  pafs'd  its  nether  waters  by. 
Its  upper  waters  rais'd  the  voice  on  high  : 
Safe  in  the  deep  we  went,  the  liquid  wall 
Curling  arofe,  and  had  no  leave  to  fall. 
The  fun  efi^ulgent,  and  the  moon  ferene, 
Stopt  by  thy  will,  their  heavenly  courfe  refrain  : 
The  voice  was  man's,  yet  both  the  voice  obey. 
Till  wars  completed  clofe  the  lengthen'd  day. 
Thy  glittering  fpears,  thy  rattling  darts  prevail. 
Thy  fpears  of  lightning,  and  thy  darts  of  hail. 
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'Twas  thou  that  march'd  againft  their  heathen  band, 
Rage  in  thy  vifage,  and  thy  flail  in  hand ; 
*Twas  thou  that  went  before  to  wound  their  head. 
The  captain  follow'd  where  the  Saviour  led  : 
Tom  from  their  earth,  they  feel  the  defperate  wound. 
And  power  unfounded  fails  for  want  of  ground. 
With  village-war  thy  tribes,  where'er  they  go, 
Diftrefs  the  remnant  of  the  fcatter'd  foe  ; 
Yet  mad  they  rufh'd,  as  whirling  wind  defcends. 
And  deem'd  for  friendlefs  thofe  the  Lord  befriends. 
Thy  trampling  horfe  from  fea  to  fea  fubdue. 
The  bounding  ocean  left  no  more  to  do. 

O,  when  I  heard  what  thou  vouchfaf 'ft  to  v/in. 
With  works  of  wonder  mull  be  loft  for  fin  ; 
I  quak'd  through  fear,  the  voice  forfook  my  tongue. 
Or,  at  my  lips,  with  quivering  accent  hung  ; 
Dry  leannefs  entering  to  my  marrow  came. 
And  every  loofening  nerve  unftrung  my  frame. 
How  fhall  I  reft,  in  what  protedling  Ihade, 
When  the  day  comes,  and  hoftile  troops  invade  ? 

Though  neither  bloflbms  on  the  fig  appear. 
Nor  vines  with  clufters  deck  the  purpling  year ; 
Though  all  our  labours  olive-trees  belie. 
Though  fields  the  fubftance  of  the  bread  deny ; 
Though  flocks  are  fever 'd  from  the  filent  fold. 
And  the  rais'd  ftalls  no  lowing  cattle  hold ; 
Yet  ftiall  my  foul  be  glad,  in  God  rejoice. 
Yet  to  my  Saviour  will  I  lift  my  voice  ; 
Yet  to  my  Saviour  ftill  my  temper  fings. 
What  David  fet  to  inllruments  of  firings  : 

VOL.  XXVII.  R 
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The  Lord 's  my  ftrength,  like  hinds  he  makes  my  feet. 
Yon  mount 's  my  refuge,  I  as  fafely  fleet ; 
Or  (if  the  fong's  apply'd)  he  makes  me  ftill 
Expeft  returning  to  Moriah's  hill. 

In  all  this  hymn  what  daring  grandeur  fhines. 
What  darting  glory  rays  among  the  lines  : 
What  mountains,  earthquakes,  clouds,  and  fmokes  are 
What  ambient  fires  conceal  the  Lord  within ;       [feen. 
What  working  wonders  give  the  promis'd  place. 
And  load  the  condudl  of  a  ftubborn  race  1 
In  all  the  work  a  lively  fancy  flows. 
O'er  all  the  work  fmcere  afFedlion  glows : 
While  truth's  firm  rein  the  courfe  of  fancy  guides. 
And  o'er  afFedlion  zeal  divine  prefides. 

Borne  on  the  prophet's  wings,  methinks  I  fly 
Amongft  eternal  Attributes  on  high  : 
And  here  I  touch  at  Love  fupremely  fair. 
And  now  at  Power,  anon  at  Mercy  there  ; 
So,  like  a  warbling  bird,  my  tunes  I  raife. 
On  thofe  green  boughs  the  Tree  of  Life  difplays ; 
Whofe  twelve  fair  fruits,  each  month  by  turns  receives. 
And,  for  the  nations'  healing,  ope  their  leaves. 
Then  be  the  nations  heal'd,  for  this  I  fmg, 
Defcending  foftly  from  the  prophet's  wing. 

Thou,  world,  attend  the  cafe  of  Ifrael ;  fee 
'Twill  thus  at  large  refer  to  God  and  thee. 
If  Love  be  fliewn  thee,  turn  thine  eyes  above. 
And  pay  the  duties  relative  to  Love ; 
If  Power  be  fhewn,  and  wonderfully  fo. 
Wonder  and  thank,  adore,  and  bow  below. 
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If  Power  that  led  thee,  now  no  longer  lead. 
But  brow-bent  Juftice  draws  the  flaming  blade  ; 
When  Love  is  fcorn'd,  when  fin  the  fword  provokes. 
Let  tears  and  prayers  avert,  or  heal  the  Itrokes  j 
If  Juftice  leaves  to  wound,  and  thou  to  groan. 
Beneath  new  lords,  in  countries  not  thine  own. 
Know  this  for  Mercy's  ad,  and  let  your  lays. 
Grateful  in  all,  recount  the  caufe  of  praife  : 
Then  Love  returns,  and  while  no  fins  divide 
The  firm  alliance,  power  will  Ihield  thy  fide. 
See  the  grand  round  of  Providence's  care. 
See  realms  alfifted  here,  and  punifh'd  there  ; 
O'er  the  juft:  circle  caft  thy  wondering  eyes. 
Thank  while  you  gaze,  and  ftudy  to  be  wife. 


HYMN   FOR    MORNING. 

QEE  the  ftar  that  leads  the  day, 
Rifing,  Ihoots  a  golden  ray. 
To  make  the  ihades  of  darknefs  go 
From  heaven  above  and  earth  below ; 
And  warn  us  early  with  the  fight. 
To  leave  the  beds  of  filent  night  ; 
From  an  heart  fincere  and  found. 
From  its  very  deepeft  ground ; 
Send  devotion  up  on  high, 
Wing'd  with  heat  to  reach  the  fky. 

R    2 
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See  the  time  for  fleep  has  run. 
Rife  before,  or  with  the  fun  : 
Lift  thy  hands,  and  humbly  pray. 
The  fountain  of  eternal  day  ; 
That,  as  the  light  ferenely  fair, 
Illullrates  all  the  trafts  of  air ; 
The  Sacred  Spirit  fo  may  reft. 
With  quickening  beams,  upon  thy  breaft ; 
And  kindly  clean  it  all  within. 
From  darker  blemifhes  of  fm ; 
And  fhine  with  grace  until  we  view 
The  realm  it  gilds  with  glory  too. 
See  the  day  that  dawns  in  air. 
Brings  along  its  toil  and  care  : 
From  the  lap  of  night  it  fprings. 
With  heaps  of  bufmefs  on  its  wings ; 
Prepare  to  meet  them  in  a  mind. 
That  bows  fubmiffively  refign'd  ; 
That  would  to  works  appointed  fall. 
That  knows  that  God  has  order'd  all. 
And  whether,  with  a  fmall  repaft. 
We  break  the  fober  morning  faft  ; 
Or  in  our  thoughts  and  houfes  lay 
The  future  methods  of  the  day ; 
Or  early  walk  abroad  to  meet 
Our  bufmefs,  with  induftrious  feet: 
Whate'er  we  think,  whate'er  we  do. 
His  glory  ftill  be  kept  in  view. 
O,  giver  of  eternal  blifs. 
Heavenly  -Father,  grant  me  this ; 
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Grant  it  all,  as  well  as  me. 
All  vvhofe  hearts  are  fix'd  on  thee  j 
Who  revere  thy  Son  above, 
Wlio  thy  Sacred  Spirit  love. 


HYMN    FOR    NOON. 

np HE  fun  is  fwiftly  mounted  high. 
It  glitters  in  the  fouthern  iky ; 
Its  beams  with  force  and  glory  beat. 
And  fruitful  earth  is  fill'd  with  heat. 
Father,  alfo  with  thy  fire 
Warm  the  cold,  the  dead  defire. 
And  make  the  facred  love  of  thee. 
Within  my  foul,  a  fun  to  me. 
Let  it  fhine  fo  fairly  bright. 
That  nothing  elfe  be  took  for  light ; 
That  worldly  charms  be  feen  to  fade. 
And  in  its  luftre  find  a  fliade. 
Let  it  ftrongly  fhine  withinj^ 
To  fcatter  all  the  clouds  of  fin. 
That  drive  when  gulls  of  paflion  rife. 
And  intercept  it  from  our  eyes. 
Let  its  glory  more  than  vie 
With  the  fun  that  lights  the  Iky  : 
Let  it  fwiftly  mount  in  air. 
Mount  with  that,  and  leave  it  there  ; 
And  foar,  with  more  afpiring  flight. 
To  realms  of  everlafting  Light. 
^  3 


S46  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Thus,  while  here  I'm  forc'd  to  be, 
I  daily  wifh  to  live  with  thee  ; 
And  feel  that  union  which  thy  love 
Will,  after  death,  complete  above. 
From  my  foul  I  fend  my  prayer. 
Great  Creator,  bow  thine  ear ; 
Thou,  for  whofe  propitious  fway 
The  world  was  taught  to  fee  the  day ; 
Who  fpake  the  word,  and  earth  begun, 
.    And  Ihew'd  its  beauties  in  the  fun ; 
With  pleafure  I  thy  creatures  view. 
And  would,  with  good  afFedtion  too ; 
Good  afFeftion  fweetly  free, 
Loofe  from  them,  and  move  to  thee ; 
O,  teach  me,  due  returns  to  give. 
And  to  thy  glory  let  me  live ; 
And  then  my  days  ihall  ftiine  the  more. 
Or  pafs  more  blelTed  than  before. 


HYMN    FOR    EVENING. 

rpHE  beam-repelling  mills  arife. 

And  evening  fpreads  obfcurer  flcies  : 
The  twilight  will  the  night  forerun. 
And  night  itfelf  be  foon  begun. 
Upon  thy  knees  devoutly  bow. 
And  pray  the  Lord  of  glory  now. 
To  fill  thy  breaft,  or  deadly  fin 
May  caufe  a  blinder  night  within. 
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And  whether  pleafing  vapours  rife. 
Which  gently  dim  the  clofing  eyes ; 
Which  make  the  weary  members  blefs'd. 
With  fweet  refrefhment  in  their  reft  j 
Or  whether  fpirits  in  the  brain 
Difpel  their  loft  embrace  again ; 
And  on  my  watchful  bed  I  ftay, 
Forfook  by  fleep,  and  waiting  day ; 
Be  God  for  ever  in  my  view. 
And  never  he  forfake  me  too ; 
But  ftill  as  day  concludes  in  night. 
To  break  again  with  new-born  light  ; 
His  wondrous  bounty  let  me  find. 
With  ftill  a  more  enlighten'd  mind  ; 
When  grace  and  love  in  one  agree, 
Grace  from  God,  and  love  from  me  ; 
Grace  that  will  from  heaven  infpire. 
Love  that  feals  it  in  define ; 
Grace  and  love  that  mingle  beams. 
And  fill  me  with  encreafmg  flames. 
Thou  that  haft  thy  palace  far 
Above  the  moon  and  every  ftar. 
Thou  that  fitteft  on  a  throne 
To  which  the  night  was  never  known. 
Regard  my  voice  and  make  me  blefs'd. 
By  kindly  granting  its  requeft. 
If  thoughts  on  thee  my  foul  employ. 
My  darknefs  will  afford  me  joy. 
Till  thou  fhalt  call,  and  I  Ihall  foar. 
And  part  with  darknefs  evermore. 
R  4 


H8  P  a  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 


THE    SOUL    IN    SORROW. 

•TTTiTH  kind  compaffion  hear  me  cry, 
^    O,  Jefu,  Lord  of  Life,  on  high  ! 
As  when  the  fummer's  feafons  beat. 
With  fcorehing  flame  and  parching  heat : 
The  trees  are  burnt,  the  flowers  fade. 
And  thirfty  gaps  in  earth  are  made  : 
My  thoughts  of  comfort  languifh  fo. 
And  fo  my  foul  is  broke  by  woe. 
Then  on  thy  fervant's  drooping  head 
Thy  dews  of  bleffing  fweetly  flied  ; 
Let  thofe  a  quick  refrefliment  give. 
And  raife  my  mind,  and  bid  me  live. 
My  fears  of  danger,  while  I  breathe. 
My  dread  of  endlefs  hell  beneath  : 
My  fenfe  of  forrow  for  my  fin. 
To  fpringing  comfort,  change  within  ; 
Change  all  my  fad  complaints  for  eafe. 
To  chearful  notes  of  endlefs  praife  ; 
Nor  let  a  tear  mine  eyes  employ. 
But  fuch  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy  : 
Joy  tranfporting,  fvveet,  and  ftrong. 
Fit  to  fill  and  raife  my  fong  ; 
Joy  that  fliall  refounded  be. 
While  days  and  nights  fucceed  for  me : 
Be  not  as  a  Judge  fevere. 
For  fo  thy  preience  who  may  bear  ? 
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On  all  my  words  and  aftions  look, 
(I  know  they  're  written  in  thy  book;) 
But  then  regard  my  mournful  cry. 
And  look  with  Mercy's  gracious  eye ; 
What  needs  my  blood,  fince  thine  will  do. 
To  pay  the  debt  to  Juftice  due? 
O,  tender  Mercy's  art  divine  ! 
Thy  forrow  proves  the  cure  of  mine ! 
Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woeful  fmart. 
Allay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart : 
Thy  death,  in  death's  extreme  of  pain, 
Reftores  my  foul  to  life  again. 
Guide  me  then,  for  here  I  burn. 
To  make  my  Saviour  fome  return. 
I'll  rife  (if  that  will  pleafe  him,  iHll, 
And  fure  I  've  heard  him  own  it  will)  ; 
I  '11  trace  his  Heps,  and  bear  my  crofs, 
Defpifing  every  grief  and  lofs ; 
Since  he,  defpifing  pain  and  fhame, 
Firll  took  up  his,  and  did  the  fame. 


THE    HAPPY    MAN. 

TT  o  w  blefs'd  the  man,  how  fully  fo. 

As  far  as  man  is  blefs'd  below. 
Who,  taking  up  his  crofs,  effays 
To  follow  Jefus  all  his  days ; 
With  refolutipn  to  obey. 
And  fteps  enlarging  in  his  way. 
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The  Father  of  the  faints  above 
Adopts  him  with  a  father's  love. 
And  makes  his  bofom  throughly  fhine 
With  wondrous  ftores  of  grace  divine  ; 
Sweet  grace  divine,  the  pledge  of  joy. 
That  will  his  foul  above  employ; 
Full  joy,  that,  when  his  time  is  done. 
Becomes  his  portion  as  a  fon. 
Ah  me  !  the  fweet  infus'd  defires. 
The  fervid  wifhes,  holy  fires. 
Which  thus  a  melted  heart  refine. 
Such  are  his,  and  fuch  be  mine. 
From  hence  defpifing  all  befides 
That  earth  reveals,  or  ocean  hides ; 
All  that  men  in  either  prize. 
On  God  alone  he  fets  his  eyes. 
From  hence  his  hope  is  on  the  wings. 
His  health  renews,  his  fafety  fprings. 
His  glory  blazes  up  below. 
And  all  the  ftr  iri^  of  comfort  flow. 
He  calls  his  Saviour  King  above. 
Lord  of  mercy.  Lord  of  love; 
And  finds  a  kingly  care  defend. 
And  mercy  fmile,  and  love  defcend. 
To  chear,  to  guide  him  in  the  ways 
Of  this  vain  world's  deceitful  maze  : 
And  though  the  wicked  earth  dlfplay 
Its  terrors  in  their  fierce  array ; 
Or  gape  fo  wide  that  horror  fhows 
Its  hell  replete  with  endlefs  woes ; 
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Such  fuccour  keeps  him  clear  of  ill. 

Still  firm  to  good,  and  dauntlefs  ilill. 

So,  fix'd  by  Providence's  hands, 

A  rock  amidft  an  ocean  ftands  ; 

So  bears,  without  a  trembling  dread. 

The  tempeft  beating  round  its  head  ; 

And  with  its  fide  repels  the  wave, 

Whofe  hollow  feems  a  coming  grave  : 

The  Ikies,  the  deeps,  are  heard  to  roar ; 

The  rock  ftands  fettled  as  before. 
I,  all  with  whom  he  has  to  do. 

Admire  the  life  which  blefles  you. 

That  feeds  a  foe,  that  aids  a  friend. 

Without  a  bye  defigning  end ; 

Its  knowing  real  intereft  lies 

On  the  bright  fide  of  yonder  fkies. 

Where,  having  made  a  title  fair. 

It  mounts,  and  leaves  the  world  to  care. 

While  he  that  feeks  for  pleafing  days. 

In  earthly  joys  and  evil  ways. 

Is  but  the  fool  of  toil  or  fame, 

(Though  happy  be  the  fpacious  name) 

And  made  by  wealth,  which  makes  him  great, 

A  more  confpicuous  wretch  of  ftate. 
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THE    WAY    TO    HAPPINESS. 

TT  o  w  long,  ye  miferable  blind. 

Shall  idle  dreams  engage  your  mind ; 
How  long  the  paflions  make  their  flight 
At  empty  fhadovvs  of  delight. 
No  more  in  paths  of  error  ftray. 
The  Lord  thy  Jefus  is  the  way. 
The  fpring  of  happinefs,  and  where 
Should  men  feek  happinefs  but  there  I 
Then  run  to  meet  him  at  your  need. 
Run  with  boldnefs,  run  with  fpeed. 
For  he  forfook  his  own  abode 
To  meet  thee  more  than  half  the  road. 
He  laid  afide  his  radiant  crown. 
And  love  for  mankind  brought  him  down 
To  thirft  and  hunger,   pain  and  woe. 
To  wounds,  to  death  itfelf  below  ; 
And  he,  that  fuffer'd  thefe  alone 
For  all  the  world,  defpifes  none. 
To  bid  the  foul,  that 's  fick,  be  clean. 
To  bring  the  loft  to  life  again ; 
To  comfort  thofe  that  grieve  for  ill. 
Is  his  peculiar  goodnefs  ftill. 
And,  as  the  thoughts  of  parents  run 
Upon  a  dear  and  only  fon. 
So  kind  a  love  his  mercies  {how. 
So  kind  and  more  extremely  fo. 
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Thrice  happy  men  I   (or  find  a  phrafe 
That  fpeaks  your  blifs  with  greater  praife) 
Who  moft  obedient  to  thy  call. 
Leaving  pleafures,  leaving  all. 
With  heart,  with  foul,  with  ftrength  incline, 
O  fweeteft  Jefu !  to  be  thine. 
Who  know  thy  will,  obferve  thy  ways. 
And  in  thy  fervice  fpend  their  days : 
Ev'n  death,  that  feems  to  fet  them  free. 
But  brings  them  clofer  ftill  to  thee. 

THE    CONVERT'S    LOVE. 

"p  L  E  s  s  E  D  light  of  faints  on  high. 
Who  fill  the  manfions  of  the  fky  j 
Sure  defence,  wliofe  mercy  ftill 
Preferves  thy  fubjedls  here  from  ill ; 
Oh,  my  Jefus !  make  me  know 
How  to  pay  the  thanks  I  owe. 

As' the  fond  fheep  that  idly  ftrays. 
With  wanton  play,  through  winding  ways. 
Which  never  hits  the  road  of  home. 
O'er  wilds  of  danger  learns  to  roam. 
Till,  wearied  out  with  idle  fear. 
And  paffing  there,  and  turning  here. 
He  will,  for  reft,  to  covert  run. 
And  meet  the  wolf  he  wifh'd  to  ihun. 
Thus  wretched  I,  through  wanton  will. 
Run  blind  and  headlong  on  in  ill  : 
'Twas  thus  from  fm  to  fm  I  flew. 
And  thus  I  might  have  perifti'd  too; 
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But  mercy  dropt  the  likenefs  here. 

And  fhew'd,  and  fav'd  me  from  my  fear. 

While  o'er  the  darknefs  of  my  mind 

The  facred  fpirit  purely  fhin'd. 

And  mark'd  and  brighten'd  all  the  way 

Which  leads  to  everlafting  day  ; 

And  broke  the  thickening  clouds  of  fm. 

And  fix'd  the  light  of  love  within. 

From  hence  my  ravifh'd  foul  afpires. 
And  dates  the  rife  of  its  defires. 
From  hence  to  thee,  my  God !  I  turn. 
And  fervent  wifhes  fay  I  burn ; 
I  burn,  thy  glorious  face  to  fee. 
And  live  in  endlefs  joy  with  thee. 

There  's  no  fuch  ardent  kind  of  flame 
Between  the  lover  and  the  dame ; 
Nor  fuch  affection  parents  bear 
To  their  young  and  only  heir. 
Though,  join'd  together,  both  confpire. 
And  boaft  a  doubled  force  of  fire. 
My  tender  heart,  within  its  feat, 
DiiTolves  before  the  fcorching  heat ; 
As  foftening  wax  is  taught  to  run 
Before  the  warmnefs  of  the  fun. 

Oh,  my  flame,  my  pleaflng  pain. 
Burn  and  purify  my  ftain. 
Warm  me,  burn  me,  day  by  day. 
Till  you  purge  my  earth  away  ; 
Till  at  the  laft  I  throughly  ftiine. 
And  turn  a  torch  of  love  divine. 


[    2SS     ] 

A   DESIRE    TO    PRAISE. 

■pROPiTious  Son  of  God,  to  thee. 

With  all  my  foul,  I  bend  my  knee ; 
My  wifh  I  fend,  my  want  impart. 
And  dedicate  my  mind  and  heart : 
For,  as  an  abfent  parent's  fon, 
Whofe  fecond  year  is  only  run. 
When  no  protecting  friend  is  near. 
Void  of  wit,  and  void  of  fear. 
With  things  that  hurt  him  fondly  plays. 
Or  here  he  falls,  or  there  he  flrays ; 
So  fhould  my  foul's  eternal  guide. 
The  facred  fpirit  be  deny'd. 
Thy  fervant  foon  the  lofs  would  know. 
And  fmk  in  fm,  or  run  to  woe. 

O,  fpirit  bountifully  kind. 
Warm,  poflefs,  and  fill  my  mind ; 
Difperfe  my  fms  with  light  divine. 
And  raife  the  flames  of  love  with  thine  ; 
Before  thy  pleafures  rightly  priz'd. 
Let  wealth  and  honour  be  defpis'd; 
And  let  the  Father's  glory  be 
More  dear  than  life  itfelf  to  me. 
Sing  of  Jefus !  Virgins,  fing 
Him,  your  everlafting  King  ! 
Sing  of  Jefus !  chearful  youth. 
Him,  the  God  of  love  and  truth ! 


256  P  A  R  N  E  L  L  's    P  O  E  M  S, 

Write,  and  raife  a  fong  divine. 
Or  come  and  hear,  and  borrow  mine. 
Son  eternal,  word  fupreme. 
Who  made  the  univerfal  frame. 
Heaven,  and  all  its  fhining  fhow. 
Earth,  and  all  it  holds  below  : 
Bow  with  mercy,  bow  thine  ear. 
While  we  fmg  thy  praifes  here ; 
Son  Eternal,  ever-blefs'd, 
Refting  on  the  Father's  breaft, 
Whofe  tender  love  for  all  provides, 
Whofe  power  over  all  prefides ; 
Bow  with  pity,  bow  thine  ear  ; 
While  we  fing  thy  praifes,  hear ! 

Thou,  by  pity's  foft  extreme, 
Mov'd,  and  won,  and  fet  on  flame, 
Affum'd  the  form  of  man,  and  fell 
In  pains,  to  refcue  man  from  hell ; 
How  bright  thine  humble  glories  rife. 
And  match  the  luftre  of  the  ikies. 
From  death  and  hell's  dejefled  ftate 
Arifrng,  thou  refum'd  thy  feat,    ■ 
And  golden  thrones  of  blifs  prepar'd 
Above,  to  be  thy  faints'  reward. 

How  bright  thy  glorious  honours  rife. 
And  with  new  luftre  grace  the  fkies ! 
For  thee,  the  fweet  feraphic  choir 
Raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  lyre. 
And  praifes  with  harmonious  found 
Through  all  the  higheft  heaven  rebound. 


A    DESIRE    TO    PRAISE. 
O  make  our  notes  with  theirs  agree. 
And  blefs  the  fouls  that  fing  of  thee ! 
To  thee  the  churches  here  rejoice. 
The  folemn  organs  aid  the  voice  : 
To  facred  roofs  the  found  we  raife. 
The  facred  roofs  refound  thy  praife  : 
And  while  our  notes  in  one  agree, 
O  !  blefs  the  church  that  fings  to  thee  ! 


ON  HAPPINESS  IN  THIS  LIFE. 

nn  H  E  morning  opens,  very  freihiy  gay. 

And  life  itfelf  is  in  the  month  of  May. 
With  green  my  fancy  paints  an  arbour  o'er. 
And  flowerets  with  a  thoufand  colours  more ; 
Then  falls  to  weaving  that,  and  fpreading  thefe. 
And  foftly  fhakes  them  with  an  eafy  breeze. 
With  golden  fruit  adorns  the  bending  Ihade, 
Or  trails  a  filver  water  o'er  its  bed. 
Glide,  gentle  water,  ftlll  more  gently  by. 
While  in  this  fummer-bower  of  blifs  I  lye. 
And  fweetly  fmg  of  fenfe-delighting  flames. 
And  nymphs  and  fliepherds,  foft  invented  names ; 
Or  view  the  branches  which  around  me  twine. 
And  praife  their  fruit,  difFufmg  fprightly  wine  j 
Or  find  new  pleafures  in  the  world  to  praife. 
And  ftill  with  this  return  adorn  my  lays ; 
"  Range  round  your  gardens  of  eternal  fpring, 
"  Go,  range  my  fenfes,  while  I  fweetly  fmg  :'* 
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In  vain,  in  vain,  alas !  feduc'd  by  ill. 
And  afted  wildly  by  the  force  of  will  1 
I  tell  my  foul,  it  will  be  conftant  May, 
And  charm  a  feafon  never  made  to  ftay ; 
My  beauteous  arbour  will  not  Hand  a  ftorm. 
The  world  but  promifes,  and  can't  perform  : 
Then  fade,  ye  leaves ;  and  wither,  all  ye  flowers ; 
I  'II  doat  no  longer  in  enchanted  bowers ; 
But  fadly  mourn,  in  melancholy  fong. 
The  vain  conceits  that  held  my  foul  fo  long. 
The  lulls  that  tempt  us  with  delulive  (how. 
And  fm  brought  forth  for  everlafting  woe. 
Thus  fliall  the  notes  to  Sorrow's  objeft  rife. 
While  frequent  refts  procure  a  place  for  fighs ; 
And,  as  I  moan  upon  the  naked  plain. 
Be  this  the  burthen  clofmg  every  ftrain  : 
Return,  my  fenfes ;  range  no  more  abroad  ; 
He'll  only  fmd  his  blifs  who  feeks  for  God. 


E     X    T    A    C     Y. 

T-*  H  E  fleeting  joys,  which  all  affords  below. 

Work  the  fond  heart  with  unperforming  fliow : 
The  wifli  that  makes  our  happier  life  compleat. 
Nor  grafps  the  wealth  nor  honours  of  the  great; 
Nor  loofely  fails  on  Pleafure's  eafy  ftream. 
Nor  gathers  wreaths  from  all  the  groves  of  fame ; 
Weak  man,  whofe  charms  to  thefe  alone  confine. 
Attend  my  prayer,  and  learn  to  make  it  thine. 
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From  thy  rich  throne,  where  circling  trains  of  light 
Make  day  that 's  endlefs,  infinitely  bright ; 
Thence,  heavenly  Father  !  thence  with  mercy  dart 
One  beam  of  brightnefs  to  my  longing  heart. 
Dawn  through  the  mind,  drive  Error's  clouds  away. 
And  ftill  the  rage  in  Faffion's  troubled  fea ; 
That  the  poor  banifh'd  foul,  ferene  and  free. 
May  rife  from  earth,  to  vifit  heaven  and  thee  : 

Come,  Peace  divine  !  fhed  gently  from  above, 
Infpire  my  willing  bofom,  wondrous  Love  ; 
Thy  purpled  pinions  to  my  fhoulders  tye. 
And  point  the  paflage  where  I  want  to  fly. 

But  whither,  whither  now  1  what  powerful  fire 
With  this  blefs'd  influence  equals  my  defire  ? 
I  rife   (or  Love,  the  kind  deluder,  reigns. 
And  afts  in  fancy  fuch  enchanted  fcenes)  ; 
Earth  lefl^ening  flies,  the  parting  fkies  retreat. 
The  fleecy  clouds  my  waving  feathers  beat ; 
And  now  the  fun  and  now  the  ftars  are  gone. 
Yet  ftill  methinks  the  fpirit  bears  me  on. 
Where  trafts  of  sther  purer  blue  difplay. 
And  edge  the  golden  realm  of  native  day. 

Oh,  ftrange  enjoyment  of  a  blifs  unfeen  ! 
Oh,  ravilhment !   Oh,  facred  rage  within  ! 
Tumultuous  pleafure,  rais'd  on  peace  of  mind. 
Sincere,  exceffive,  from  the  world  refin'd  ! 
I  fee  the  light  that  veils  the  throne  on  high, 
A  light  unpierc'd  by  man's  impurer  eye  ; 
I  hear  the  words,  that  ifluing  thence  proclaim, 
"  Let  God's  attendants  praife  his  awful  name  !'* 
s  2 
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Then  heads  unnumber'd  bend  before  the  fhrine, 

Myfterious  feat  of  Majeity  divine! 

And  hands  unnumber'd  ftrike  the  filver  firing. 

And  tongues  unnumber'd  Hallelujah  fing. 

See,  where  the  Ihining  Seraphims  appear. 

And  fink  their  decent  eyes  with  holy  fear. 

See  flights  of  angels  all  their  feathers  raife. 

And  range  the  orbs,  and,  as  they  range,  they  praife ; 

Behold  the  great  Apoftles !  fweetly  met. 

And  high  on  pearls  of  azure  aether  fet. 

Behold  the  Prophets,  full  of  heavenly  fire. 

With  wandering  finger  wake  the  trembling  lyre  ; 

And  hear  the  Martyrs'  tune,  and  all  around 

The  church  triumphant  makes  the  region  found. 

With  harps  of  gold,  with  boughs  of  ever-green. 

With  robes  of  white,  the  pious  throngs  are  feen ; 

Exalted  anthems  all  their  hours  employ. 

And  all  is  mufic,  and  excefs  of  joy. 

Charm'd  with  the  fight,  I  long  to  bear  a  part  ; 
The  pleafure  flutters  at  my  ravifli'd  heart. 
Sweet  faints  and  angels  of  the  heavenly  choir. 
If  love  has  warm'd  you  with  celeilial  fire, 
Afiifl  my  words,  and,  as  they  move  along. 
With  Hallelujahs  crown  the  burthen'd  fong. 

Father  of  all  above,  and  all  below, 
O  great,  and  far  beyond  expreflion  fo ; 
No  bounds  thy  knowledge,  none  thy  power  confine. 
For  power  and  knowledge  in  their  fource  are  thine  j 
Around  thee  glory  fpreads  her  golden  wing  ; 
Sing,  glittering  angels.  Hallelujah  fing. 
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Son  of  the  Father,  firft-begotten  Son, 

Ere  the  fhort  meafuring  line  of  time  begun. 

The  world  has  feen  thy  works,  and  joy'd  to  fee 

The  bright  effulgence  manifefl  in  thee. 

The  world  muft  own  thee  Love's  unfathom'd  fpring; 

Sing,  glittering  angels,  Hallelujah  fmg. 

Proceeding  Spirit,  equally  divine. 

In  whom  the  Godhead's  full  perfeftions  fhine. 

With  various  graces,  comforts  unexprefs'd. 
With  holy  tranfports  you  refine  the  breaft ; 

And  earth  is  heavenly  where  your  gifts  you  bring. 

Sing,  glittering  angels,  t^allelujah  fing. 

But  where 's  my  rapture,  where  my  wondrous  heat. 
What  interruption  makes  my  blifs  retreat  ? 
This  world's  got  in,  the  thoughts  oft'  other's  croft. 
And  the  gay  pifture  's  in  my  fancy  loit. 
With  what  an  eager  zeal  the  confcious  foul 
Would  claim  its  feat,  and,  foaring,  pafs  the  pole  1 
But  our  attempts  thefe  chains  of  earth  reftrain. 
Deride  our  toil,  and  drag  us  down  again. 
So  from  the  ground  afpiring  meteors  go. 
And,  rank'd  with  planets,  light  the  world  below ; 
But  their  own  bodies  fink  them  in  the  ficy. 
When  the  warmth's  gone  that  taught  them  how  to  fiy» 
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ON      DIVINE      LOVE; 

BY      MEDITATING     ON 

THE      WOUNDS       OF       CHRIST. 

TJOLY  Jefus !  God  of  Love  ! 
Look  with  pity  from  above  ; 
Shed  the  precious  purple  tide 
From  thine  hands,  thy  feet,  thy  fide  ; 
Let  thy  ftreams  of  comfort  roll. 
Let  them  pleafe  and  fill  my  foul. 
Let  me  thus  for  ever  be 
Full  of  gladnefs,  full  of  thee. 
This,  for  which  my  wiflies  pine. 
Is  the  cup  of  love  divine  ; 
Sweet  affedions  flow  from  hence. 
Sweet,  above  the  joys  of  fenfe ; 
BlefiTed  philtre  !  how  we  find 
Its  facred  worlhips !  how  the  mind. 
Of  all  the  world  forgetful  grown. 
Can  defpife  an  earthly  throne ; 
Raife  its  thoughts  to  realms  above. 
Think  of  God,  and  fing  of  love. 
Love  celeftial,  wondrous  heat, 
O,  beyond  expreffion  great ! 
What  refiftlefs  charms  were  thine. 
In  thy  good,  thy  befl  defign  ! 
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When  God  was  hated.  Sin  obey'd. 

And  man  undone  without  thy  aid. 

From  the  feats  of  endlefs  peace 

They  brought  the  Son,  the  Lord  of  Grace  ; 

They  taught  him  to  receive  a  birth. 

To  cloath  in  fleili,  to  live  on  earth  ; 

And  after,  lifted  him  on  high. 

And  taught  him  on  the  crofs  to  die. 

Love  celeftial,  ardent  fire, 
O,  extreme  of  fweet  defire ! 
Spread  thy  brightly  raging  flame 
Through  and  over  all  my  frame  ; 
Let  it  warm  me,  let  it  burn. 
Let  my  corpfe  to  afhes  turn  ; 
And,  might  thy  flame  thus  a£l  with  me 
To  fet  the  foul  from  body  free, 
I  next  would  ufe  thy  wings,  and  fly 
To  meet  my  Jefus  in  the  fky. 


ON 

QJJ  EEN    ANNE'S     PEACE. 

(written   in    DECEMBER    I7I2.) 

•\/roTHER  of  Plenty,  daughter  of  the  fkies. 

Sweet  Peace,  the  troubled  world's  deflre,  arife; 
Around  thy  Poet  weave  thy  fummer  fliades. 
Within  my  fancy  fpread  thy  flowery  meads ; 
s  4 
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Amongft  thy  train  foft  Eafe  and  Pleafure  bring, 
■  And  thus  indulgent  footh  me  whilft  I  fing. 

Great  Anna  claims  the  fong ;  no  brighter  name 
Adorns  the  lift  of  never-dying  fame ; 
No  fairer  foul  was  ever  form'd  above  ; 
None  e'er  was  more  the  grateful  nation's  love. 
Nor  lov'd  the  nation  more.     I  fly  with  fpeed 
To  fmg  fuch  lines  as  Bolingbroke  may  read. 
On  war  difpers'd,  on  fadlion  trampled  down. 
On  all  the  peaceful  glories  of  the  crown. 
And,  if  I  fail  in  too  confin'd  a  flight. 
May  the  kind  world  upon  my  labours  write, 
*'  So  fell  the  lines  which  ftrove  for  endlefs  fame, 
*'  Yet  fell,  attem.pting  on  the  nobleft  theme.'* 

Now  twelve  revolving  years  has  Britain  flood. 
With  lofs  of  wealth,  and  vaft  expence  of  blood, 
Europa's  guardian  ;  ftill  her  gallant  arms 
Secur'd  Europa  from  impending  harms. 
Fair  honour,  full  fuccefs,  and  juft  applaufe, 
Purfued  her  marches,  and  adorn'd  her  caufe  ; 
Whilft  Gaul,  afpiring  to  ereft  a  throne 
O'er  other  empires,  trembled  for  her  own; 
Bemoan 'd  her  cities  won,  her  armies  flain. 
And  funk  the  thought  of  univerfal  reign. 

When  thus  reduc'd  the  world's  invaders  He, 
The  fears  which  rack'd  the  nations  juftly  die  : 
Power  finds  its  balance,  giddy  motions  ceafe 
In  both  the  fcales,  and  each  inclines  to  peace. 
This  fair  occafion  Providence  prepares. 
To  anfwer  pious  Anna's  hourly  prayers. 
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Which  flill  on  warm  Devotion's  wings  arofe. 

And,  reaching  heaven,  obtain'd  the  world's  repofe. 

Within  the  vail:  expanfion  of  the  fky. 
Where  orbs  of  gold  in  fields  of  azure  lie, 
A  glorious  palace  iTiines,  v/hofe  filver  ray. 
Serenely  flowing,  lights  the  milky  way  ; 
The  road  of  angels.     Here,  with  fpeedy  care. 
The  fummon'd  guardians  of  the  world  repair. 
When  Britain's  Angel,  on  the  mefTage  fent. 
Speaks  Anna's  prayers,  and  Heaven's  fupreme  intent; 
That  war's  deftruftive  arm  fhould  humble  Gaul, 
Spain's  parted  realms  to  different  monarchs  fall; 
The  grand  alhance  crown'd  with  glory  ceafe. 
And  joyful  Europe  find  the  fweets  of  peace. 
He  fpoke  :  the  fmiling  hopes  of  man's  repofe. 
The  joy  that  fprings  from  certain  hopes  arofe, 
Diffufive  o'er  the  place  ;  complacent  airs. 
Sedately  fweet,  were  heard  within  the  fpheres ; 
And,  bowing,  all  adore  the  fovereign  mind. 
And  fly  to  execute  the  work  defign'd. 

This  done,  the  Guardian  on  the  wing  repairs. 
Where  Anna  fate,  revolving  public  cares 
With  deep  concern  of  thought.     Unfeen  he  ftood, 
Prefenting  peaceful  images  of  good ; 
On  Fancy's  airy  ftage,  returning  Trade, 
A  funk  Exchequer  fiU'd,  an  Army  paid  : 
The  fields  with  meo,  the  men  with  plenty  blefs'd. 
The  towns  with  riches,  and  the  world  with  reft. 
Such  pleafing  objefts  on  her  bofom  play, 
And  give  the  dawn  of  glory's  golden  day ; 
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Wlien  all  her  labours  at  their  harveft  fhown 
Shall,  in  her  fubjedls'  joy,  complete  her  own. 
Then  breaking  filence  ;   'Tis  enough,  fhe  cries. 
That  War  has  rag'd  to  make  the  nations  wife. 
Heaven  profpers  armies  whilft  they  fight  to  fave. 
And  thiril  of  further  fame  deftroys  the  brave ; 
The  vanquifh'd  Gauls  are  humbly  pleas'd  to  live. 
And  but  efcap'd  the  chains  they  meant  to  give. 
Now  let  the  powers  be  ftill'd,  and  each  poffefs'd 
Of  what  fecures  the  common  fafety  beft. 

So  fpake  the  Queen ;  then,  fill'd  with  warmth  divine. 
She  call'd  her  Oxford  to  the  grand  defign ; 
Her  Oxford,  prudent  in  affairs  of  ftate. 
Profoundly  thoughtful,  manifeftly  great 
In  every  turn,  whofe  fteady  temper  fleers 
Above  the  reach  of  gold,  or  fhock  of  fears ; 
Whom  no  blind  chance,  but  merit  underftood. 
By  frequent  trials,  power  of  doing  good. 
And  will  to  execute,  advanc'd  on  high  : 

Oh,  foul  created  to  deferve  the  fky  ! 
And  make  the  nation,  crown'd  with  glory,  fee 
How  much  it  rais'd  itfelf  by  raifmg  thee  ! 
Now  let  the  fchemes  which  labour  in  thy  breafl. 
The  long  Alliance,  crown'd  with  lafling  reft. 
Weigh  all  pretences  with  impartial  laws. 

And  fix  the  feparate  interefts  of  the  caufe  ! 
Thefe  toils  the  graceful  Bolingbroke  attends, 

A  genius  fafhion'd  for  the  greateft  ends ; 

Whofe  ftrong  perception  takes  the  fwifteft  flight. 

And  yet  its  fwiftnefs  ne'er  obfcures  its  fight : 
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When  fchemes  are  fix'4,  ^nd  eaGjj,a;^a'da  partj,/iiKf 
None  ferves  his  country  with  a  nobler  heart ; 
Jufl:  thoughts  of  honour  all  his  mind  control, 
And^expeditlon  wings  his  lively  foul. 
On  fuch  a  Patriot  to  confer  the  truft. 
The  Monarch  knows  it  fafe,  as  well  as  juft. 

Then  next  proceeding  in  her  Agents'  choice. 
And  ever  pleas'd  that  worth  obtains  the  voice. 
She,  from  the  voice  of  high-diftinguifli'd  fames. 
With  pious  Briltol,  gallant  Strafford  names  : 
One  form'd  to  ftand  a  Church's  firm  fupport. 
The  other  fitted  to  adorn  a  Court : 
Both  vers'd  in  bufmefs,  both  of  fine  addrefs. 
By  which  experience  leads  to  great  fuccefs : 
And  both  to  diftant  lands  the  Monarch  fends. 
And,  to  their  conduft,  Europe's  peace  commends. 

Now  fhips  unmoor'd,  to  waft  her  Agents  o'er. 
Spread  all  their  fail,  and  quit  the  flying  fhore ; 
The  foreign  Agents  reach  th'  appointed  place. 
The  Congrefs  opens,  and  it  will  be  peace. 
Methinks  the  war,  like  ftormy  winter,  Sies, 
When  fairer  months  unveil  the  blullh  fkies ; 
A  flowery  world  the  fweetefl:  feafon  fpreads. 
And  doves,  with  branches,  flutter  round  their  heads. 
Half-peopled  Gaul,  whom  numerous  ills  dellroy. 
With  wifliful  heart,  attends  the  promis'd  joy. 
For  this  prepares  the  Duke — ah,  fadly  flain, 
'Tis  grief  to  name  him  whom  we  mourn  in  vain  : 
No  warmth  of  verfe  repairs  the  vital  flame. 
For  verfe  can  only  grant  a  life  in  fame ;  . 
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Yet  could  my  pralfe,  like  fpicy  odours  fhed. 
In  everlafting  fong  embalm  the  dead  ; 
To  realms  that  weeping  heard  the  lofs  I  'd  tell. 
What  courage,  fenfe,  and  faith,  with  Brandon  fell ! 

JBut  Britain  more  than  one  for  glory  breeds. 
And  polifh'd  Talbot  to  the  charge  fucceeds ; 
Whofe  far-projefting  thoughts,  maturely  clear. 
Like  glalTes,  draw  their  dillant  objedts  near. 
Good  parts,  by  gentle  breeding  much  refin'd. 
And  ftores  of  learning,  grace  his  ampL  mind  ; 
A  cautious  virtue  regulates  his  ways, 
And  honour  gilds  them  with  a  thoufand  rays. 
To  ferve  his  nation,  at  his  Queen's  command. 
He  parts,  commiffion'd  for  the  Gallick  land  : 
With  pleafure  Gaul  beholds  him  on  her  fhore. 
And  learns  to  love  a  name  fhe  fear'd  before. 

Once  more  aloft,  there  meet  for  new  debates. 
The  Guardian  Angels  of  Europa's  ftates : 
And  mutual  concord  (bines  in  every  face. 
And  every  bofom  glows  with  hopes  of  peace ; 
While  Britain's  fteps,  in  one  confent,  they  praife. 
Then  gravely  mourn  their  other  realms  delays  ; 
Their  doubtful  claims,  through  feas  of  blood  purfued. 
Their  fears  that  Gallia  fell  but  half  fubdued  ; 
And  all  the  reafonings  which  attempt  to  fhow 
That  war  fhould  ravage  in  the  world  below. 
*'  Ah,  fall'n  eftate  of  man  !  can  rage  delight, 
*'  Wounds  pleafe  the  touch,  or  ruin  charm  the  fight  1 
"  Ambition  make  unlovely  Mifchief  fair  ! 
«'  Or  ever  Pride  be  Providence's  care  ! 
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"■  When  ftern  OpprefTors  range  the  bloody  field, 
"  'Tis  juft  to  conquer,  and  unfafe  to  yield  : 
*'  There  fave  the  nations ;  but  no  more  purfue, 
**  Nor  in  thy  turn  become  OpprefTor  too." 

Our  rebel  angels  for  Ambition  fell. 
And,  war  in  Heaven  produc'd  a  Fiend  In  Hell. 
Thus,  with  a  foft  concern  for  man's  repofe. 
The  tender  Guardians  join  to  moan  our  woes ; 
Then  awful  rife,  combin'd  with  all  their  might. 
To  find  what  Fury,  'fcap'd  the  den  of  night. 
The  pleafmg  labours  of  their  love  withftands. 
And  fpreads  a  wild  diflraftion  o'er  the  lands. 
Their  glittering  pinions  found  in  yielding  air. 
And  watchful  Providence  approves  the  care. 
In  Flandria's  foil,  where  camps  have  mark'd  the  plain. 
The  Fiend,  impetuous  Difcord,  fix'd  her  reign  ; 
A  tent  her  royal  feat.     With  full  refort 
Stern  fhapes  of  Horror  throng'd  her  bufy  court; 
Blind  Mifchief,  Ambufh  clofe  concealing  Ire, 
Loud  Threatenings,  Ruin  arm'd  with  fword  and  fire ; 
Affaulting  Fiercenefs,  Anger  wanting  breath. 
High  reddening  Rage,  and  various  forms  of  death ; 
Dire  Imps  of  darknefs,  whom  with  gore  fhe  feeds. 
When  war  beyond  its  point  of  good  proceeds. 
In  Gallick  armour,  call'd  with  alter'd  name 
Great  love  of  Empire,  to  the  field  fhe  came ; 
Now,  ftill  fupporting  Feud,  Ihe  ftrives  to  hide 
Beneath  that  name,  and  only  change  the  fide  : 
But,  as  fhe  whirl'd  the  rapid  wheels  around. 
Where  mangled  limbs  in  heaps  pollute  the  ground 
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(A  fuUen  joylefs  fport)  ;  with  fearching  eye. 
The  fhining  Chiefs  regard  her  as  they  fly ; 
Then,  hovering,  dart  their  beams  of  heavenly  light : 
She  ftarts,  the  Fury  ftands  confefs'd  to  fight ; 
And  grieves  to  leave  the  foil,  and  yells  aloud. 
Her  yells  are  anfwer'd  by  the  fable  crowd  ; 
And  all  on  bat-like  wings   (if  Fame  be  true) 
From  Chriftian  lands  to  Northern  climates  flew. 

But  rifmg  murmurs  from  Britannia's  fliore 
With  fpeed  recall  her  watchful  Guardian  o'er. 
He  fpreads  his  pinions,  and,  approaching  near, 
Thefe  hints,  in  fcatter'd  words,  aflault  his  ear  : 
The  People's  power — The  Grand  Alliance  crofs'd. 
The  Peace  is  feparate — Our  Religion 's  loft. 
Led  by  the  blatant  voice  along  the  fkies. 
He  comes,  where  Faclion  over  cities  flies  ; 
A  talking  Fiend,  whom  fnaky  locks  difgrace. 
And  numerous  mouths  deform  her  dufky  face  ; 
Whence  Lies  are  utter'd,  Whifper  foftly  founds. 
Sly  Doubts  amaze,  or  Inuendo  wounds. 
Within  her  arms  are  heaps  of  Pamphlets  feen. 
And  thefe  blafpheme  the  Saviour,  thofe  the  Queen  ; 
Aflfociate  Vices  ;  thus  with  tongue  and  hand. 
She  flied  her  venom  o'er  the  troubled  land. 
Now  vex'd  that  Difcord,  and  the  baneful  train 
That  tends  on  Difcord,  fled  the  neighbouring  plain. 
She  rag'd  to  madnefs  ;  when  the  Guardian  came. 
And  downwards  drove  her  with  a  fword  of  flame. 
A  mountain,  gaping  to  the  nether  Hell, 
Receiv'd  the  Fury,  railing  as  flie  fell  : 
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The  mountain  clofing  o'er  the  Fury  lies. 
And  flops  her  pafTage,  where  fhe  means  to  rife ; 
And  when  fhe  flrives,  or  fhifts  her  fide  for  eafe. 
All  Britain  rocks  amidft  her  circling  feas. 

Now  Peace,  returning  after  tedious  woes, 
Reflores  the  comforts  of  a  calm  repofe  ; 
Then  bid  the  warriors  fheathe  their  fanguin'd  arms. 
Bid  angry  trumpets  ceafe  to  found  alarms  : 
Guns  leave  to  thunder  in  the  tortur'd  air. 
Red  ftreaming  colours  furl  around  the  fpear ; 
And  each  contending  realm  no  longer  jar. 
But,  pleas'd  with  refl,  unharnefs  all  the  war. 

She  comes,  the  BlefTmg  comes ;  where'er  flie  moves 
New-fpringing  Beauty  all  the  land  improves : 
More  heaps  of  fragrant  flowers  the  field  adorn. 
More  fweet  the  birds  falute  the  rofy  morn ; 
More  lively  green  refrefhes  all  the  leaves. 
And  in  the  breeze  the  corn  more  thickly  v/aves. 
She  comes,  the  Blefling  comes  in  eafy  flate. 
And  forms  of  brlghtnefs  all  around  her  wait : 
Here  fmiling  Safety,  with  her  bofom  bare. 
Securely  walks,  and  chearful  Plenty  there  ; 
Here  wondrous  Sciences  with  eagles'  fight : 
There  Liberal  Arts,  which  make  the  world  polite  ; 
And  open  Trafhck,  joining  hand  in  hand. 
With  honefl  Indullry,  approach  the  land. 

O,  welcome,  long-defir'd,  and  lately  found  ! 
Here  fix  thy  feat  upon  the  Britifh  ground  ; 
Thy  fhining  train  around  the  nation  fend. 
While  by  degrees  the  loading  taxes  end  : 
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While  Caurion  calm,  yet  ftill  prepar'd  for  arms. 
And  foreign  Treaties,  guard  from  foreign  harms : 
While  equal  Juftice,  hearing  every  caufe. 
Makes  every  fubjeft  join  to  love  the  laws. 

Where  Britain's  Patriots  in  Council  meet. 
Let  public  fafety  reft  at  Anna's  feet : 
Let  Oxford's  fchemes  the  path  to  Plenty  ihow. 
And  through  the  realm  increafmg  Plenty  go. 
Let  Arts  and  Sciences  in  glory  rife. 
And  pleas 'd  the  world  has  leifure  to  be  wife ; 
Around  their  Oxford  and  their  St.  John  ftand. 
Like  plants  that  flourifh  by  the  Mafter's  hand : 
And  fafe  in  hope  the  fons  of  Learning  wait. 
Where  Learning's  felf  has  fix'd  her  fair  retreat. 
Let  Traffick,  cherifti'd  by  the  Senate's  care. 
On  all  the  feas  employ  the  wafting  air  : 
And  Induftry,  with  circulating  wing. 
Through  all  the  land  the  goods  of  Traffick  bring. 
The  bleffings  fo  difpos'd  will  long  abide. 
Since  Anna  reigns,  and  Harley's  thoughts  prefide. 
Great  Ormond's  arms  the  fword  of  caution  wield. 
And  hold  Britannia's  broad-protefllng  fhield  ; 
Bright  Bolingbroke  and  worthy  Dartmouth  treat. 
By  fair  difpatch,  with  every  foreign  State  ; 
And  Harcourt's  knowledge,  equitably  fliown. 
Makes  Juftice  call  his  firm  decrees  her  own. 

Thus  all  that  Poets  fancied  Heaven  of  old. 
May  for  the  Nation's  prefent  emblem  hold  : 
That  Jove  imperial  fway'd;  Minerva  wife. 
And  Phoebus  eloquent,  adorn'd  the  Mes ; 


ON    QJJEEN    ANNE'S   PEACE.  ajj 

On  arts  Cyllenius  fix'd  his  full  delight. 
Mars  rein'd  the  war,  and  Themis  judg'd  the  right ; 
All  mortals,  once  beneficently  great, 
(As  Fame  reports)   and  rais'd  in  heavenly  ftate  ; 
Yet,  fharing  labours,  ftill  they  fhunn'd  repofe. 
To  Ihed  the  bleffings  down  by  which  they  rofe. 
Illuftrious  Queen,  how  Heaven  hath  heard  thy  prayers ! 
"What  ftores  of  happinefs  attend  thy  cares ! 
A  Church  in  fafety  fix'd,  a  State  in  reft, 
A  faithful  Miniftry,  a  People  blefs'd  ; 
And  Kings,  fubmiffive  at  thy  foot-ftool  thrown. 
That  others  Rights  reftore,  or  beg  their  own. 
Now  rais'd  with  thankful  mind;  and  rolling  flow. 
In  grand  proceffion  to  the  temple  go. 
By  fnow-white  horfes  drawn ;  while  founding  Fame 
Proclaims  thy  coming,  Praife  exalts  thy  name; 
Fair  Honour,  drefs'd  in  robes,  adorns  thy  ftate. 
And  on  thy  train  the  crowded  nations  wait ; 
Who,  preffing,  view  with  what  a  temper'd  grace 
The  looks  of  Majefty  compofe  thy  face; 
And  mingling  fweetnefs  Ihines,  or  how  thy  drefs. 
And  how  thy  pomp,  an  inward  joy  confefs ; 
Then,  fiU'd  with  pleafures  to  thy  glory  due. 
With  Ihouts,  the  chariot  moving  on,  purfue. 

As  when  the  Phoenix  from  Arabia  flown 
(If  any  Phoenix  were  by  Anna  known) 
His  fpice  at  Phoebus'  flirine  prepar'd  to  lay. 
Where'er  their  Monarch  cut  his  airy  way  ; 
The  gathering  birds  around  the  wonder  flew. 
And  much  admir'd  his  fliape,  and  much  his  hue ; 
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The  tuft  of  gold  that  glow'd  above  his  head. 
His  fpacious  train  with  golden  feathers  fpread  j 
His  gilded  bofom,  fpeck'd  with  purple  pride. 
And  both  his  wings  in  glofly  purple  dy'd  : 
He  itill  purfues  his  way  ;  with  wondering  eyes 
The  birds  attend,  and  follow  where  he  flies. 
Thrice  happy  Britons,  if  at  laft  you  know 
'T  is  lefs  to  conquer,  than  to  want  a  foe ; 
That  triumphs  ftill  are  made  for  war's  decreafe. 
When  men,  by  conqueft,  rife  to  views  of  peace ; 
That  over  toUs  for  peace  in  view  we  run. 
Which  gain'd,  the  world  is  pleas'd,  and  war  is  done. 
Fam'd  Blenheim's  field,  RamUlies'  noble  feat, 
Blaregni's  defperate  aft  of  gallant  heat. 
Or  wondrous  Winendale,  are  war  purfued. 
By  wounds  and  deaths,  through  plains  with  blood  em- 
But  good  defign,  to  make  the  world  be  ftill,     [brued; 
V/ith  human  grace  adorns  the  needful  ill. 
This  end  obtain'd,  we  clofe  the  fcenes  of  rage. 
And  gentler  glories  deck  the  rifing  age. 
Such  gentler  glories,  fuch  reviving  days. 
The  Nation's  wifhes,  and  the  Statefman's  praife  : 
Now  pleas'd  to  fhine,  in  golden  order  throng. 
Demand  our  annals,  and  enrich  our  fong. 
Then  go  where  Albion's  cliffs  approach  the  fkies 
(The  Fame  of  Albion  fo  deferves  to  rife)  ; 
And,  deep  engrav'd  for  time,  till  time  fhall  ceafe. 
Upon  the  flones  their  fair  infcription  place. 
Iberia  rent,  the  power  of  Gallia  broke, 
Eatavia  refcued  from  the  threaten'd  yoke ; 
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The  royal  Auftrian  rais'd,  his  realms  reftor'd. 
Great  Britam  arm'd,  triumphant  and  ador'd; 
Its  ftate  enlarg'd,  its  peace  reftor'd  again. 
Are  bleffings  all  adorning  Anna's  Reign. 


TO    DR.     SWIFT, 

ON     HIS     BIRTH-DAY,    NOVEMBER    3O,    I7I3. 

T  trg'd  by  the  warmth  of  Friendfhip's  facred  flame. 

But  more  by  all  the  glories  of  thy  fame ; 
By  all  thofe  offsprings  of  thy  learned  mind. 
In  judgment  folid,  as  in  wit  refin'd, 
Refolv'd  I  fmg.     Though  labouring  up  the  way 
To  reach  my  theme,  O  Swift,  accept  my  lay. 

Rapt  by  the  force  of  thought,  and  rais'd  above. 
Through  Contemplation's  airy  fields  I  rove  ; 
Where  powerful  Fancy  purifies  my  eye. 
And  lights  the  beauties  of  a  brighter  fky ; 
Frefli  paints  the  meadows,  bids  green  fhades  afcend. 
Clear  rivers  wind,  and  opening  plains  extend ; 
Then  fills  its  landfcape  through  the  varied  parts 
With  Virtues,  Graces,  Sciences,  and  Arts  : 
Superior  Forms,  of  more  than  mortal  air. 
More  large  than  mortals,  more  ferenely  fair. 
Of  thefe  two  Chiefs,  the  guardians  of  thy  name, 
Confpire  to  raife  thee  to  the  point  of  fame. 
Ye  Future  Times,  I  heard  the  filver  found  ! 
I  faw  the  Graces  form  a  circle  round  ! 
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Each,  where  fhe  fix'd,  attentive  feem'd  to  root. 
And  all,  but  Eloquence  herfelf,  was  mute. 

High  o'er  the  reft  I  fee  the  Goddefs  rife, 
Loofe  to  the  breeze  her  upper  garment  flies : 
By  turns,  within  her  eyes  the  Pafilons  burn, 
And  fofter  Paffions  languifh  in  their  turn  : 
Upon  her  tongue  Perfuafton  or  Command, 
And  decent  Aftion  dwells  upon  her  hand. 

From  out  her  breaft  ('twas  there  the  treafure  lay) 
She  drew  thy  labours  to  the  blaze  of  day ; 
Then  gaz'd,  and  read  the  charms  fhe  could  infpire. 
And  taught  the  liftening  audience  to  admire. 
How  ftrong  thy  flight,  how  large  thy  grafp  of  thought, 
Howjuft  thy  fchemes,  how  regularly  wrought; 
How  fure  you  wound  when  Ironies  deride. 
Which  muft  be  feen,  and  feign  to  turn  afide. 
'Twas  thus  exploring  flie  rejoic'd  to  fee 
Her  brighteft  features  drawn  fo  near  by  thee : 
"  Then  here,"  flie  cries,  "  let  future  ages  dwell, 
"  And  learn  to  copy,  where  they  can't  excel." 

She  fpake.     Applaufe  attended  on  the  clofe  : 
Then  Poefy,  her  fifter-art,  arofe  ; 
Her  fairer  After,  born  in  deeper  eafe. 
Not  made  fo  much  for  bufmefs,  more  to  pleafe. 
Upon  her  cheek  fits  Beauty,  ever  young ; 
The  foul  of  Mufic  warbles  on  her  tongue ; 
Bright  in  her  eyes  a  pleafmg  Ardour  glows. 
And  from  her  heart  the  fweeteft  Temper  flows : 
A  laurel-wreath  adorns  her  curls  of  hair. 
And  binds  their  order  to  the  dancing  air  : 
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She  fhakes  the  colours  of  her  radiant  wing. 
And,  from  the  Spheres,  fhe  takes  a  pitch  to  fing. 

Thrice  happy  Genius  his,  whofe  Works  have  hit 
The  lucky  point  of  Bufniefs  and  of  Wit. 
They  feem  like  fhowers,  which  April  months  prepare 
To  call  their  flowery  glories  up  to  air  : 
The  drops,  defcending,  take  the  painted  bow. 
And  drefs  with  funfhine,  while  for  good  they  flow. 
To  me  retiring  oft,  he  finds  relief 
In  flowly-wafting  care  and  biting  grief: 
From  me  retreating  oft,  he  gives  to  view 
What  eafes  care  and  grief  in  others  too. 
Ye  fondly  grave,  be  wife  enough  to  know, 
"  Life,  n'er  unbent,  were  but  a  life  of  woe." 
Some,  full  in  ftretch  for  greatnefs,  fome  for  gain. 
On  his  own  rack  each  puts  himfelf  to  pain. 
I  '11  gently  fleal  you  from  your  tolls  away. 
Where  balmy  winds  with  fcents  ambrofial  play  ; 
Where,  on  the  banks  as  cryflal  rivers  flow. 
They  teach  immortal  amaranths  to  grow  : 
Then,  from  the  mild  indulgence  of  the  fcene, 
Reftore  your  tempers  ftrong  for  toils  again. 

She  ceas'd.     Soft  mufic  trembled  in  the  wind. 
And  fweet  delight  diffus'd  through  every  mind  : 
The  little  Smiles,  which  ftill  the  Goddefs  grace. 
Sportive  arofe,  and  ran  from  face  to  face. 
But  chief  (and  in  that  place  the  Virtues  blefs) 
A  gentle  band  their  eager  joys  exprefs  : 
Here,  Friendlhip  afks,  and  Love  of  Merit  longs 
To  hear  the  GoddeflTes  renew  their  fongs ; 
T   3 
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Here  great  Benevolence  to  Man  is  pleas 'd; 
Thefe  own  their  Swift,  and  grateful  hear  him  prais'd. 
You  gentle  band,  you  well  may  bear  your  part. 
You  reign  Superior  Graces  in  his  heart. 

O  Swift  !  if  Fame  be  life  (as  well  we  know 
That  Bards  and  Heroes  have  efteem'd  it  fo)  ; 
Thou  canft  not  wholly  die.     Thy  works  will  fhine 
To  future  times,  and  Life  in  Fame  be  thine. 


BISHOP    BURNET'S    BEING    SET    ON    FIRE 
IN    HIS    CLOSET. 

"paoM   that  dire  asra,  bane  to  Sarum's  pride. 

Which  broke  his  fchemes,  and  laid  his  friends  afide. 
He  talks  and  writes  that  Popery  will  return. 
And  we,  and  he,  and  all  his  works  will  burn. 
What  touch'd  himfelf  was  almoft  fairly  prov'd : 
(Oh,  far  from  Britain  be  the  reft  remov'd  !) 
For,  as  of  late  he  meant  to  blefs  the  age. 
With  flagrant  Prefaces  of  party-rage, 
O'er-wrought  with  paffion,  and  the  fubjeft's  weight. 
Lolling,  he  nodded  in  his  elbow-feat ; 
Down  fell  the  candle  ;  Greafe  and  Zeal  confpire. 
Heat  meets  with  heat,  and  Pamphlets  burn  their  Sire. 
Here  crawls  a  Preface  on  its  half-burn'd  maggots. 
And  there  an  Introduftion  brings  its  faggots : 
Then  roars  the  Prophet  of  the  Northern  Nation, 
Scorch'd  by  a  flaming  fpeech  on  Moderation. 
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Unvvarn'd  by  this,  go  on,  the  realm  to  fright. 
Thou  Briton  vaunting  in  thy  fecond-fight ! 
In  fuch  a  Miniftry  you  fafely  tell. 
How  much  you  'd  fufFer,  if  Religion  fell. 


ELYSIUM. 

TN  airy  fields,  the  fields  of  blifs  below. 

Where  woods  of  myrtle,  fet  by  Maro,  grow ; 
Where  grafs  beneath,  and  fhade  diftus'd  above, 
Refrefh  the  fevers  of  diftrafted  love  : 
There,  at  a  folemn  tide,  the  beauties,  llain 
By  tender  paffion,  aft  their  fates  again. 
Through  gloomy  light,  that  juft  betrays  the  grove. 
In  orgies,  all  difconfolately  rove  : 
They  range  the  reeds,  and  o'er  the  poppies  fweep. 
That  nodding  bend  beneath  their  load  of  fleep. 
By  lakes  fubfiding  with  a  gentle  face. 
And  rivers  gliding  with  a  filent  pace ; 
Where  Kings  and  Swains,  by  ancient  authors  fung. 
Now  chang'd  to  flowerets  o'er  the  margin  hung ; 
The  felf-admirer,  white  Narciflus,  fo 
Fades  at  the  brink,  his  pifture  fades  below : 
In  bells  of  azure.  Hyacinth  arofe ; 
In  crimfon  painted,  young  Adonis  glows ; 
The  fragrant  Crocus  flione  with  golden  flame. 
And  leaves  infcrib'd  with  Ajax'  haughty  name. 
A  fad  remembrance  brings  their  lives  to  view. 
And,  with  their  paflion,  makes  their  tears  renew ; 
T  4 
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Unwinds  the  years,  and  lays  the  fornier  fcene. 
Where,  after  death,  they  live  for  deaths  again. 

Loft  by  the  glories  of  her  lover's  ftate. 
Deluded  Semele  bewails  her  fate  ; 
And  runs,  and  feems  to  burn,  the  flames  arife. 
And  fan  with  idle  fury  as  flie  flies. 

The  lovely  Caenis,  whofe  transforming  fliape 
Secur'd  her  honour  from  a  fecond  rape. 
Now  moans  the  firft,  with  ruffled  drefs  appears. 
Feels  her  whole  fex  return,  and  bathes  with  tears. 

The  jealous  Procris  wipes  a  feeming  wound, 
Whofe  trickling  crimfon  dyes  the  bufliy  ground ; 
Knows  the  fad  fliaft,  and  calls  before  fhe  go. 
To  klfs  the  favourite  hand  that  gave  the  blow. 
Where  Ocean  feigns  a  rage,  the  Seftian  Fair 
Holds  a  dim  taper  from  a  tower  of  air ; 
A  noifelefs  wind  aflaults  the  wavering  light. 
The  beauty  tumbling  mingles  with  the  night. 

Where  curling  fliades  for  rough  Leucate  rofe. 
With  love  diftradled  tuneful  Sappho  goes ; 
Sings  to  mock  clifts  a  melancholy  lay. 
And  with  a  lover's  leap  affrights  the  fea. 

The  fad  Eryphile  retreats  to  moan, 
Whatwrought  her  hufljand's  death,  and  caus'dher  own; 
Surveys  the  glittering  veil,  the  bribe  of  fate. 
And  tears  the  fhadow,  but  flie  tears  too  late. 

In  thin  defign,  and  aiiy  pidture,  fleet 
The  tales  that  ftain  the  royal  houfe  of  Crete ; 
To  court  a  lovely  Bull,  Pafiphae  ilies. 
The  fnowy  phantom  feeds  before  her  eyes. 


ELYSIUM.  al 

Loft  Ariadne  raves,  the  thread  ftie  bore 
Trails  on  unwinding,  as  fhe  walks  the  Ihore ; 
And  Plia:dra,  defperate,  feeks  the  lonely  groves. 
To  read  her  guilty  letter  while  (lie  roves ; 
Red  ihame  confounds  the  firft,  the  fecond  wears 
A  ftarry  crown,  the  third  a  halter  bears. 
Fair  Leodamia  mourns  her  nuptial  night 
Of  love  defrauded  by  the  thirft  of  fight ; 
Yet,  for  another  as  delufive  cries. 
And,  dauntlefs,  fees  her  hero's  ghoft  arlfe. 

Here  Thifbe,  Canace,  and  Dido,  Hand, 
All  arm'd  with  fwords,  a  fair,  but  angry  band : 
This  fvvord  a  lover  own'd ;  a  father  gave 
The  next ;  a  ftranger  chanc'd  the  laft  to  leave. 

And  there  ev'n  ihe,  the  Goddefs  of  the  Grove, 
Join'd  with  the  phantom-fairs,  affeds  to  rove. 
As  once,  for  Latmos,  flie  forfook  the  plain. 
To  fteal  the  kiffes  of  a  {lumbering  fwain  : 
Around  her  head  a  ftarry  fillet  twines. 
And  at  the  front  a  filver  crefcent  fhines. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand,  and  a  thoufand  more. 
With  facred  rage  recall  the  pangs  they  bore. 
Strike  the  deep  dart  afrefh,  and  afk  relief. 
Or  footh  the  wound  with  foftening  words  of  grief. 
At  fuch  a  tide,  unheedful  love  invades 
The  dark  recefles  of  the  madding  fliadcs  ; 
Through  long  defcent  he  fans  the  fogs  around ; 
His  purple  feathers,  as  he  flies,  refound. 
The  nimble  beauties,  crouding  all  to  gaze. 
Perceive  the  common  troubler  of  their  eafe; 


a82  P  A  R  N  E  L  Ls     P  O  E  M  S, 

Though  dulling  mifts  and  dubious  day  deftroy 
The  fine  appearance  of  the  fluttering  boy. 
Though  all  the  pomp  that  glitters  at  his  fide. 
The  golden  belt,  the  clafp  and  quiver  hide  ; 
And  though  the  torch  appear  a  gleam  of  white. 
That  faintly  fpots,  and  moves  in  hazy  night. 
Yet  ftill  they  know  the  god,  the  general  foe. 
And  threatening  lift  their  airy  hands  below. 

From  hence  they  lead  him  where  a  myrtle  flood. 
The  faddeft  myrtle  in  the  mournful  wood  ; 
Devote  to  vex  the  gods,  'twas  here  before 
Hell's  awful  Emprei's  foft  Adonis  bore. 
When  the  young  hunter  fcorn'd  her  graver  air. 
And  only  Venus  warm'd  his  fhadow  there. 

Fix'd  to  the  trunk  the  tender  boy  they  bind. 
They  cord  his  feet  beneath,  his  hands  behind  ; 
He  mourns,  but  vainly  mourns  his  angry  fate. 
For  Beauty,  ftill  relentlefs,  adls  in  hate. 
Though  no  offence  be  done,  no  judge  be  nigh. 
Love  muft  be  guilty  by  the  common  cry ; 
For  all  are  pleas 'd,  by  partial  PafTion  led. 
To  fhift  their  follies  on  another's  head. 

Now  fharp  reproaches  ring  their  fhrill  alarms. 
And  all  the  heroines  brandifh  all  their  arms ; 
And  every  heroine  makes  it  her  decree. 
That  Cupid  fuffer  juft  the  fame  as  fhe. 
To  fix  the  defperate  halter  one  effay'd. 
One  feeks  to  wound  him  with  an  empty  blade. 
Some  headlong  hang  the  nodding  rocks  of  air. 
They  fall  in  fancy,  and  he  feels  defpair. 
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Some  tofs  the  hollow  feas  around  his  head 
(The  feas  that  want  a  wave  afford  a  dread). 
Or  fhake  the  torch,  the  fparkling  fury  flies. 
And  flames  that  never  burn'd  afilift  his  eyes. 

The  mournful  Myrrha  burfts  her  rended  womb. 
And  drowns  his  vifage  in  a  moift  perfume. 
While  others,  feeming  mild,  advife  to  wound 
With  humorous  pains  by  fly  deriflon  found. 
That  prickling  bodkins  teach  the  blood  to  flow. 
From  whence  the  rofes  firfl:  begin  to  glow ; 
Or  in  their  flames,  to  finge  the  boy  prepare. 
That  all  fliould  chufe  by  wanton  Fancy  where. 

The  lovely  Venus,  with  a  bleeding  breafl:. 
She  too  fecurely  through  the  circle  prefl:. 
Forgot  the  parent,  urg'd  his  hafl;y  fate. 
And  fpurr'd  the  female  rage  beyond  debate ; 
O'er  all  her  fcenes  of  frailty  f.viftly  runs, 
Abfolves  herfelf,  and  makes  the  crime  her  fon's. 
That  clafp'd  in  chains  with  Mars  flie  chanc'd  to  lie^ 
A  noted  fable  of  the  laughing  fky  ; 
That,  from  her  love's  intemperate  heat,  began 
Sicanian  Eryx,  born  a  favage  man ; 
The  loofe  Priapus,  and  the  monfter-wight. 
In  whom  the  fexes  fliamefully  unite. 

Nor  words  fuffice  the  Goddefs  of  the  Fair, 
She  fnaps  the  rofy  wreath  that  binds  her  hair ; 
Then  on  the  God,  who  fear'd  a  fiercer  woe. 
Her  hands,  unpitying,  dealt  the  frequent  blow  : 
From  all  his  tender  Ikin  a  purple  dew 
The  dreadful  fcourges  of  the  chaplet  drew. 
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From  whence  the  rofe,  by  Cupid  ting'd  before. 
Now,  doubly  tinging,  flames  witli  luilre  more. 

Here  ends  their  wrath,  the  parent  feems  fevere. 
The  ftroke  's  unfit  for  little  Love  to  bear ; 
To  fave  their  foe  the  melting  Beauties  fly. 
And,  cruel  Mother,  fpare  thy  child,  they  cry. 
To  Love's  account  they  plac'd  their  death  of  late. 
And  now  transfer  the  fad  account  to  Fate  : 
The  Mother,  pleas'd,  beheld  the  fl:orm  aflwage, 
Thank'd  the  calm  mourners,  and  difmifs'd  her  rage. 

Thus  Fancy,  once  in  du&y  Ihade  exprefs'd. 
With  empty  terrors  work'd  the  time  of  reft. 
Where  wretched  Love  endur'd  a  world  of  woe. 
For  all  a  Winter's  length  of  night  below. 
Then  foar'd,  as  fleep  diflblv'd,  unchain'd  away. 
And  through  the  Port  of  Ivory  reach'd  the  day. 

As,  mindlefs  of  their  rage,  he  flowly  fails 
On  pinions  cumber'd  in  the  mifty  vales ; 
(Ah,  fool  to  light ! )   the  Nymphs  no  more  obey. 
Nor  was  this  region  ever  his  to  fway  : 
Caft  in  a  deepen'd  ring  they  clofe  the  plain. 
And  feize  the  god,  reludlant  all  in  vain. 


THE    JUDGEMENT    OF    PARIS. 

TTTHERE  waving  pines  the  brows  of  Ida  fliade. 
The  fwain,  young  Paris,  half  fupinely  laid. 
Saw  the  loofe  flocks  through  flirubs  unnumber'd  rove. 
And,  piping,  caJl'd  them  to  the  gladded  grove. 
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'Tvvas  there  he  met  the  mefTage  of  the  fkies. 

That  he,  the  Judge  of  Beauty,  deal  the  prize. 

The  mefTage  known ;  one  Love  with  anxious  mind. 

To  make  his  mother  guard  the  time  affign'd. 

Drew  forth  her  proud  white  fwans,  and  trac'd  the  pair 

That  wheel  her  chariot  in  the  purple  air : 

A  golden  bow  behind  his  fhoulder  bends, 

A  golden  quiver  at  his  fide  depends ; 

Pointing  to  thefe  he  nods,  with  fearlefs  ftate. 

And  bids  her  fafely  meet  the  grand  debate. 

Another  Love  proceeds,  with  anxious  care. 

To  make  his  ivory  fleek  the  fhining  hair ; 

Moves  the  loofe  curls,  and  bids  the  forehead  fhow. 

In  full  expanfion,  all  its  native  fnow. 

A  third  enclafps  the  many-colour 'd  cell. 

And,  rul'd  by  Fancy,  fets  the  filver  veft ; 

When,  to  her  fons,  with  intermingled  fighs. 

The  Goddefs  of  the  rofy  lips  applies : 

'Tis  now,  my  darling  boys,  a  time  to  fhow 
The  love  you  feel,  the  filial  aids  you  owe  : 
Yet,  would  we  think  that  any  dar'd  to  flrive 
For  charms,  when  Venus  and  her  Love 's  alive  ? 
Or  fhould  the  prize  of  Beauty  be  deny'd. 
Has  Beauty's  Emprefs  aught  to  boait  befide  ? 
And,  ting'd  with  poifon,  pleafing  while  it  harms. 
My  darts  I  trufted  to  your  infant  arms ; 
If,  when  your  hands  have  arch'd  the  golden  bow. 
The  World's  great  Ruler,  bending,  owns  the  blow. 
Let  no  contending  form  invade  my  due. 
Tall  Juno's  mien,  nor  Pallas'  eyes  of  blue. 
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But,  grac'd  with  triumph,  to  the  Paphian  ftiore 
Your  Venus  bears  the  palms  of  conqueft  o'er; 
And  joyful  fee  my  hundred  altars  there. 
With  coitly  gums  perfume  the  wanton  air. 

While  thus  the  Cupids  hear  the  Cyprian  Dame, 
The  groves  refounded  where  a  Goddefs  came. 
The  warlike  Pallas  march'd  with  mighty  ftride. 
Her  fhield  forgot,  her  helmet  laid  afide. 
Her  hair  unbound,  in  curls  and  order  flow'd. 
And  Peace,  or  fomething  like,  her  vifage  fhew'd ; 
So,  with  her  eyes  ferene,  and  hopeful  hafte. 
The  long-ftretch'd  alleys  of  the  wood  ihe  trac'd; 
But,  where  the  woods  a  fecond  entrance  found. 
With  fcepter'd  pomp  and  golden  glory  crown'd. 
The  ftately  Juno  ftalk'd,  to  reach  the  feat. 
And  hear  the  fenterice  in  the  laft  debate  ; 
And  long,  feverely  long,  refcnt  the  grove ; 
In  this,  what  boots  it  fhe  's  the  wife  of  Jove  ? 

Arm'd  with  a  grace  at  length,  fecure  to  win. 
The  lovely  Venus,  fmiling,  enters  in  ; 
All  fweet  and  Ihining,  near  the  youth  fhe  drew. 
Her  rofy  neck  ambrofial  odours  threw ; 
The  facred  fcents  diffus'd  among  the  leaves. 
Ran  down  the  woods,  and  fiU'd  their  hoary  caves  ; 
The  charms,  fo  amorous  all,  and  each  fo  great. 
The  conquer 'd  Judge  no  longer  keeps  his  feat; 
Opprefs'd  with  light,  he  drops  his  weary'd  eyes. 
And  fears  he  fhould  be  thought  to  doubt  the  prize. 


[     28;     ] 

O    N 

MRS.    ARABELLA    FERMOR 

LEAVING    LONDON. 


■p  R  0  M  town  fair  Arabella  flies  : 
The  beaux  unpovvder'd  grieve  ; 

The  rivers  play  before  her  eyes ; 

The  breezes,  foftly  breathing,  rife  ; 
The  Spring  begins  to  live. 

Her  lovers  fwore,  they  muft  expire  : 

Yet  quickly  find  their  eafe ; 
For,  as  fhe  goes,  their  flames  retire. 
Love  thrives  before  a  nearer  fire, 
Efteem  by  diftant  rays. 

Yet  foon  the  fair-one  will  return. 
When  Summer  quits  the  plain  : 

Ye  rivers,  pour  the  weeping  urn ; 

Ye  breezes,  fadly  fighing,  mourn  ; 
Ye  lovers,  burn  again. 

'Tis  conftancy  enough  in  love 
That  Nature's  fairly  fliewn  : 

To  fearch  for  more,  will  fruitlefs  prove ; 

Romances,  and  the  turtle  dove. 
The  virtue  boaft  alone. 
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A      RIDDLE. 

T  T  p  o  N  a  bed  of  humble  clay. 
In  all  her  garments  loofe, 

A  proftitute  my  mother  lay. 
To  every  comer's  ufe. 

Till  one  gallant,  in  heat  of  love. 
His  own  peculiar  made  her ; 

And  to  a  region  far  above. 

And  fofter  beds,  convey'd  her. 

But,  in  his  abfence,  to  his  place 
His  rougher  rival  came ; 

And,  with  a  cold  conflrain'd  embrace. 
Begat  me  on  the  dame. 

I  then  appear'd  to  public  view 
A  creature  wondrous  bright ; 

But  Ihortly  perifhable  too, 

Inconllant,  nice,  and  light. 

On  feathers  not  together  faft 

1  wildly  flew  about. 
And  from  my  father's  country  pafs'd 

To  find  my  mother  out. 

Where  her  gallant,  of  her  beguil'd. 
With  me  enamour'd  grew. 

And  I,  that  was  my  mother's  child. 
Brought  forth  my  mother  too. 


[     289     ] 


ON 

THE    DEATH   OF   MR.   VINER. 

TS  Viner  dead  ?  and  ihall  each  Mufe  become 

Silent  as  Death,  and  as  his  mufic  dumb  ? 
Shall  he  depart  without  a  Poet's  praife. 
Who  oft  to  harmony  has  tun'd  their  lays  ? 
Shall  he,  who  knew  the  elegance  of  found. 
Find  no  one  voice  to  fmg  him  to  the  ground  ? 
Mufic  and  Poetry  are  filter-arts. 
Shew  a  like  genius,  and  confenting  hearts  : 
My  foul  with  his  is  fecretly  ally'd. 
And  I  am  forc'd  to  fpeak,  fmce  Viner  dy'd. 

Oh,  that  my  Mufe,  as  once  his  notes,  could  fwell ! 
That  I  might  all  his  praifes  fully  tell ; 
That  I  might  fay  with  how  much  fkill  he  play'd. 
How  nimbly  four  extended  firings  furvey'd; 
How  bow  and  fingers,  with  a  noble  ftrife. 
Did  raife  the  vocal  fiddle  into  life  ; 
How  various  founds,  in  various  order  rang'd. 
By  unobferv'd  degrees  minutely  chang'd. 
Through  a  vaft  fpace  could  in  divifions  run* 
Be  all  diftinft,  yet  all  agree  in  one  : 
And  how  the  fleeter  notes  could  fwiftly  pafs. 
And  fkip  alternately  from  place  to  place  ; 
The  ftrings  could  with  a  fudden  impulfe  bound. 
Speak  every  touch,  and  tremble  into  found. 

The  liquid  harmony,  a  tuneful  tide. 
Now  feem'd  to  rage,  anon  would  gently  glide ; 

VOL.  XXVII.  u 


S90  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 

By  turns  would  ebb  and  flow,  would  rife  and  fall. 
Be  loudly  daring,  or  be  foftly  fmall : 
While  all  was  blended  in  one  common  name. 
Wave  pulh'd  on  wave,  and  all  compos 'd  a  ftream. 

The  different  tones  melodioufly  combin'd, 
Temper'd  with  art,  in  fweet  confufion  join'd  ; 
The  foft,  the  ftrong,  the  clear,  the  Ihrill,  the  deep. 
Would  fometimes  foar  aloft,  and  fometimes  creep ; 
While  every  foul  upon  his  motions  hung. 
As  though  it  were  in  tuneful  concert  ftrung. 
His  touch  did  ftrike  the  fibres  of  the  heart. 
And  a  like  trembling  fecretly  impart ; 
Where  various  paffions  did  by  turns  fucceed. 
He  made  it  chearful,  and  he  made  it  bleed  j 
Could  wind  it  up  into  a  glowing  fire. 
Then  fhift  the  fcene,  and  teach  it  to  expire. 

Oft  have  I  feen  him,  on  a  public  ftage. 
Alone  the  gaping  multitude  engage ; 
The  eyes  and  ears  of  each  fpeftator  draw. 
Command  their  thoughts,  and  give  theii-  paflions  law^ 
Wliile  other  mufic,  in  oblivion  drown'd, 
Seem'd  a  dead  pulfe,  or  a  neglefted  found. 

Alas !  he  's  gone,  our  great  Apollo 's  dead. 
And  all  that 's  fweet  and  tuneful  with  him  fled  ; 
Hibernia,  with  one  univerfal  cry. 
Laments  the  lofs,  and  fpeaks  his  elegy. 
Farewell,  thou  author  of  refin'd  delight. 
Too  little  known,  too  foon  remov'd  from  fight; 
Thofe  fingers,  which  fuch  pleafure  did  convey, 
Muit  now  become  to  ftupid  worms  a  prey  : 
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Thy  grateful  fiddle  will  for  ever  ftand 
A  filent  mourner  for  its  mailer's  hand  : 
Thy  art  is  only  to  be  match'd  above. 
Where  Mufic  reigns,  and  in  that  Mufic  Love 
Where  thoii  wilt  in  the  happy  chorus  join. 
And  quickly  thy  melodious  foul  refine 
To  the  exalted  pitch  of  Harmony  Divine. 


EPIGRAM. 

«'  Haud  facile  emergunt,  quorum  virtutlbus  obftat 
"  Res  angufta  domi— " 

'-p  H  E  greateft  gifts  that  Nature  does  bellow. 

Can't  unaffilled  to  perfedion  grow  : 
A  fcanty  fortune  clips  the  wings  of  Fame, 
And  checks  the  progrefs  of  a  rifing  name  : 
Each  dailard  virtue  drags  a  captive's  chain. 
And  moves  but  flowly,  for  it  moves  with  pain : 
Domellic  cares  fit  hard  upon  the  mind. 
And  cramp  thofe  thoughts  which  fhould  be  unconfin'd ; 
The  cries  of  Poverty  alarm  the  foul. 
Abate  its  vigour,  its  defigns  control : 
The  flings  of  Want  inflift  the  wounds  of  Death, 
And  motion  always  ceafes  with  the  breath. 
The  love  of  friends  is  found  a  languid  fire. 
That  glares  but  faintly,  and  will  foon  expire ; 
Weak  is  its  force,  nor  can  its  warmth  be  great, 
A  feeble  light  begets  a  feeble  heat. 
Wealth  is  the  fuel  that  muft  feed  the  flame. 
It  dies  in  rags,  and  fcarce  deferves  a  name, 
u   2 
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THE  CASTLE   OF  DUBLIN.     1715. 

npHis  houfe  and  inhabitants  both  well  agree. 

And  refemble  each  other  as  near  as  can  be ; 
One  half  is  decay'd,  and  in  want  of  a  prop. 
The  other  new-built,  but  not  finifh'd  at  top. 


LOVE    IN    DISGUISE. 

'T^O  ftifle  paffion,  is  no  eafy  thing  ; 

A  heart  in  love  is  always  on  the  wing ; 
The  bold  betrayer  flutters  ftill. 
And  fans  the  breath  prepar'd  to  tell  : 
It  melts  the  tongue,  and  tunes  the  throat. 
And  moves  the  lips  to  form  the  note ; 
And  when  the  fpeech  is  loft. 
It  then  fends  out  its  ghoft, 
A  little  figh. 
To  fay  we  die. 
*T  is  ftrange  the  air  that  cools,  a  flame  fliould  prove  3 
But  wonder  not,  it  is  the  air  of  love. 

Yet,  Chloris,  I  can  make  my  love  look  well. 
And  cover  bleeding  wounds  I  can't  conceal; 

My  words  fuch  artful  accents  break. 

You  think  I  rather  ad  than  ipeak : 
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My  fighs,  enliven'd  through  a  fmile. 
Your  unfufpefting  thoughts  beguile ; 
My  eyes  are  vary'd  fo. 
You  can't  their  wifhes  know  : 
And  I  'm  fo  gay. 
You  think  I  play. 
Happy  contrivance  !  fuch  as  can't  be  prlz'd,^ 
To  live  in  love,  and  yet  to  live  difguis'd ! 


CHLORIS  APPEARING  IN  A  LOOKING-GLASS. 

/^FT  have  I  feen  a  piece  of  art. 

Of  light  and  Ihade  the  mixture  fine. 
Speak  all  the  paffions  of  the  heart. 
And  fhew  true  life  in  every  line. 

But  what  is  this  before  my  eyes. 
With  every  feature,  every  grace, 

That  ftrikes  with  love  and  with  furprize. 
And  gives  me  all  the  vital  face  ? 

It  is  not  Chloris  :  for,  behold. 

The  fhifting  phantom  comes  and  goes ; 

And  when  't  is  here,  't  is  pale  and  cold. 
Nor  any  female  foftnefs  knows. 

But  'tis  her  image,  for  I  feel 

The  very  pains  that  Chloris  gives ; 

Her  charms  are  there,  I  know  them  well, 
I  fee  what  in  my  bofom  lives, 
u  3 


294  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Oh,  could  I  but  the  pidlure  fave  ! 

'Tis  drawn  by  her  own  matchlefs  ikill  j 
Nature  the  lively  colours  gave. 

And  Hie  need  only  look  to  kill. 

Ah  !  fair-one,  will  it  not  fufRce, 
That  I  fhould  once  your  vidlim  lie  ; 

Unlefs  you  multiply  your  eyes. 

And  llrive  to  make  me  doubly  die  ? 


ON 

A  LADY  WITH  FOUL  BREATH. 

ART  thou  alive  ?  It  cannot  be. 

There 's  (o  much  rottennefs  in  thee. 
Corruption  only  is  in  death  ; 
And  what 's  more  putrid  than  thy  bj-eath  ? 
Think  not  you  live  becaufe  you  fpeak. 
For  graves  fuch  hollow  founds  can  make ; 
And  refpiration  can't  fuffice. 
For  vapours  do  from  caverns  rife  : 
From  thee  fuch  noifome  flenches  come. 
Thy  mouth  betrays  thy  brealt  a  tomb. 
Thy  body  is  a  corpfe  that  goes. 
By  magic  rais'd  from  its  repofe  : 
A  peftilence,  that  walks  by  day. 
But  falls  at  night  to  worms  and  clay. 
But  I  will  to  my  Chloris  run. 
Who  will  not  let  me  be  undone  : 


I 
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The  fvveets  her  virgin-breath  contains 
Are  fitted  to  remove  my  pains ; 
There  will  1  healing  neftar  fip. 
And,  to  be  fav'd,  approach  her  Up, 
Though,  if  I  touch  the  matchlefs  dame, 
I  'm  fare  to  burn  with  inward  flame. 
Thus,  when  I  would  one  danger  fliun, 
I  'm  ftraight  upon  another  thrown  : 
I  feek  a  cure,  one  fore  to  cafe. 
Yet  in  that  cure  's  a  new  difeafe  : 
But  Love,  though  fatal,  ftill  can  blefs. 
And  greater  dangers  hide  the  lefs ; 
I  '11  go  where  paffion  bids  me  fly. 
And  choofe  my  death,  fince  I  mull  die  ; 
As  Doves,  purfued  by  birds  of  prey. 
Venture  with  milder  man,  to  ftay. 


ON 

THE    NUMBER    THREE. 

TiEAUTY  refts  not  in  one  fix'd  place. 

But  feems  to  reign  in  every  face ; 
'T  is  nothing  fure  but  fancy  then. 
In  various  forms,  bewitching  men ; 
Or  is  its  fliape  and  colour  fram'd. 
Proportion  juft,  and  Woman  nam'd  ? 
If  Fancy  only  rul'd  in  Love, 
Why  fl;ould  it  then  fo  ftrongly  move  ? 
u  4 
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Or  why  ihould  all  that  look  agree. 
To  own  its  mighty  power  in  Three  ? 
In  Three  it  fhews  a  different  face. 
Each  fhining  with  peculiar  grace. 
Kindred  a  native  likenefs  gives. 
Which  pleafes,  as  in  all  it  lives ; 
And,  where  the  features  difagree. 
We  praife  the  dear  variety. 
Then  Beauty  furely  ne'er  was  yet. 
So  much  unlike  itfelf,  and  fo  complete. 


ESS 

O  N 
THE    DIFFERENT    ST 


YLES    OF    POETRY*.  I 

OUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 


TO   HENRY  LORD  VISCOU 

"  — Vatibus  addere  calcar, 
"  Ut  ftudio  majore  petant  Helicona  virentem." 

HoR.  Ep.  II.  I. 

T  K  ATE  the  vulgar  with  untuneful  mind  ; 
Hearts  uninfpir'd,  and  fenfes  unrefin'd. 
Hence,  ye  prophane  :  I  raife  the  founding  firing. 
And  Bolingbroke  defcends  to  hear  me  fing. 

*  Allegory  is  in  itfelf  fo  retired  a  way  of  Writing,  that  It 
was  thought  proper  to  fay  fomething  beforehand  concerning  this 
Piece,  which  is  entirely  framed  upon  it.  The  defign,  therefore, 
j«  to  fliew  the  feveral  Styles  which  have  been  made  ufe  of  by 

thofe 
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When  Greece  could  truth  in  Myftic  Fable  fliroud. 
And  with  delight  inftru£l  the  liftening  crowd, 

thofe  who  have  endeavoured  to  write  in  verfe.  The  fcheme,  by 
which  it  is  carried  on,  fuppoles  an  old  Grecian  Poet  couching 
his  obfervations  or  inftrudliuns  within  an  Allegory ;  which  Al- 
legory is  wrought  out  upon  the  fingle  word  Flight,  as  in  the 
figurative  way  it  fignifies  a  thought  above  the  common  level : 
here  Wit  is  made  to  be  Pegafus,  and  the  Poet  his  Rider,  who 
flies  by  feveral  countries  where  he  muft  not  touch,  by  which  are 
meant  fo  many  vicious  Styles,  and  arrives  at  laft  at  the  Sublime. 
This  way  of  Writing  is  not  only  very  engaging  to  the  fancy 
whenever  it  is  well  performed ;  but  it  has  been  thought  alfo  one 
of  the  firft  that  the  Poets  made  ufe  of.  Hence  arofe  many  of 
thofe  ftories  concerning  the  Heathen  Gods,  which  at  firit  were 
invented  to  infinuate  Truth  and  Morality  more  pleafingly,  and 
which  afterwards  made  Poetry  itfelf  more  folemn,  when  they 
Jiappened  to  be  received  into  the  Heathen  Divinity.  And  in- 
deed there  feems  to  be  no  likelier  way  by  which  a  Poetical 
Genius  may  yet  appear  as  an  Original,  than  that  he  fhould  pro- 
feed  with  a  full  compafs  of  thought  and  Jtnowledgc,  either  to 
defign  his  plan,  or  to  beautify  the  parts  of  it,  in  an  a'.legorical 
manner.  We  are  much  beholden  to  Antiquity  for  thofe  excel- 
lent compofitions  by  which  Writers  at  prefent  form  their  minds; 
but  it  is  not  fo  much  required  of  us  to  adhere  merely  to  their 
fables,  as  to  obferve  their  manner.  For,  if  we  preclude  our  ov.n 
invention,  Poetry  will  confift  only  in  exprcflion,  or  (imile,  or 
the  application  of  old  ftories ;  and  the  utmoft  charafter  to  which 
a  Genius  can  arrive  will  depend  on  imitation,  or  a  borrowing 
from  others,  which  we  muft  agree  together  not  to  call  ftealing, 
becaufe  we  take  only  from  the  Ancients.  There  have  been 
Poets  amongft  ourfelves,  fuch  as  Spenfer  and  Milton,  who  have 
fuccefsfuily  vent\ired  further.  Thefe  inftances  may  let  us  fee 
that  Invention  is  not  bounded  by  what  has  been  done  before  : 
they  may  open  our  imaginations,  and  be  one  method  of  pre- 
ferving  us  from  Writing  without  fcheme s.     As  for  what  relates 

any- 
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An  ancient  Poet  (Time  has  loft  his  name) 
Deliver'd  ftrains  on  Verfe  to  future  fame. 
Still,  as  he  fung,  he  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre. 
And  felt  the  notes  a  rifing  warmth  infpire. 
Ye  fweetening  Graces,  in  the  Mufic  throng, 
Affilt  my  genius,  and  retrieve  the  fong 
From  dark  oblivion.     See,  my  genius  goes 
To  call  it  forth.     'Twas  thus  the  Poem  rofe. 

*t  Wit  is  the  Mufes'  horfe,  and  bears  on  high 
The  daring  rider  to  the  Mufes'  flcy  : 
Who,  while  his  ftrength  to  mount  aloft  he  tries. 
By  regions  varying  in  their  nature  flies. 

At  iirft,  he  rifeth  o'er  a  land  of  toil, 
A  barren,  hard,  and  undeferving  foil. 
Where  only  weeds  from  heavy  labour  grow. 
Which  yet  the  nation  prune,  and  keep  for  fhow ; 
Where  couplets  jingling  on  their  accent  run, 
V/hofe  Point  of  Epigram  is  funk  to  Pun  ; 
Where  *  wings  by  fancy  never  feather'd  fly. 
Where  lines  by  meafare  form'd  in  Hatchets  lie  ; 

any  further  particularly  to  this  Poem,  the  Reader  will  obferVC, 
that  its  aim  is  Inftrudtion.  Perhaps  a  reprefentation  of  feyeral 
mi  (takes  and  difficulties,  which  happen  to  many  who  write 
Poetry,  may  deter  fome  from  attempting  what  they  have  not 
been  made  for :  and  perhaps  the  defcription  of  feveral  beauties 
belonging  to  it  may  afford  hints  towards  forming  a  Genius  for 
delighting  and  improving  mankind.  If  either  of  thefe  happen, 
the  Poem  is  ufeful ;  and  upon  that  account  its  faults  may  be 
more  eafily  excufed.  Parkell. 

*  Thefe  and  the  like  conceits  of  putting  Poems  iijto  feveral 
fliapes  by  the  different  lengths  of  lines,  are  frequent  in  old  Poets 
of  moft  languages.     Parnell. 
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Where  Altars  ftand,  erefted  Porches  gape. 

And  fenfe  is  cramp'd  while  words  are  par'd  to  fhape  ; 

Where  mean  Acroftics,  labour'd  in  a  frame 

On  fcatter'd  letters,  raife  a  painful  fcheme  ; 

And,  by  confinement  in  their  work,  control 

The  great  enlargings  of  the  boundlefs  foul ; 

Where  if  a  warrior's  elevated  fire 

Would  all  the  brighteft  ftrokes  of  verfe  require. 

Then  ftraight  in  Anagram  a  wretched  crew 

Will  pay  their  undeferving  praifes  too  ; 

While  on  the  rack  his  poor  disjointed  name 

Muft  tell  its  mailer's  charafter  to  Fame. 

And  (if  my  fire  and  fears  aright  prefage) 

The  labouring  writers  of  a  future  age 

Shall  clear  new  ground,  and  grots  and  caves  repair. 

To  civilize  the  babbling  echoes  there. 

Then,  while  a  lover  treads  a  lonely. walk. 

His  voice  fhall  with  its  own  refleftion  talk. 

The  clofing  founds  of  all  the  vain  device 

Seledt  by  trouble  frivoloufly  nice, 

Refound  through  verfe,  and  with  a  falfe  pretence 

Support  the  dialogue,  and  pafs  for  fenfe. 

Can  things  like  thefe  to  laiting  praife  pretend  ? 

Can  any  Mufe  the  worthlefs  toil  befriend? 

Ye  facred  Virgins,  in  my  thoughts  ador'd. 

Ah,  be  for  ever  in  my  lines  deplor'd. 

If  tricks  on  words  acquire  an  endlefs  name. 

And  trifles  merit  in  the  court  of  Fame  1" 

At  this  the  Poet  flood  concern'd  a  while. 
And  view'd  his  obje<Ss  with  a  fcornful  fmile  : 


300  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Then  other  images  of  different  kind. 
With  different  workings,  enter'd  on  his  mind ; 
At  whofe  approach,  he  felt  the  former  gone. 
And  fhiver'd  in  conceit,  and  thus  went  on  : 
*'  By  a  cold  region  next  the  Rider  goes. 
Where  all  lies  cover'd  in  eternal  fnows ; 
Where  no  bright  Genius  drives  the  chariot  high. 
To  glitter  on  the  ground,  and  gild  the  Iky. 
Bleak  level  Realm,  where  Frigid  Styles  abound. 
Where  never  yet  a  daring  thought  was  found. 
But  counted  feet  is  Poetry  defin'd  ; 
And  ftarv'd  conceits,  that  chill  the  reader's  mind, 
A  little  fenfe  in  many  words  imply. 
And  drag  in  loitering  numbers  flowly  by. 
Here  dry  fententious  fpeeches,  half  afleep, 
Prolong'd  in  lines,  o'er  many  pages  creep  ; 
Nor  ever  fhew  the  paffions  vt'ell  exprefs'd. 
Nor  raife  like  paffions  in  another's  breaft. 
Here  flat  narrations  fair  exploits  debafe. 
In  meafures  void  of  every  fhining  grace  ; 
Which  never  arm  their  hero  for  the  field. 
Nor  with  prophetic  ftory  paint  the  fhield. 
Nor  fix  the  creft,  nor  make  the  feathers  wave. 
Nor  with  their  charafters  reward  the  brave  ; 
Undeck'd  they  ftand,  and  unadorn'd  with  praife. 
And  fail  to  profit  while  they  fail  to  pleafe. 
Here  forc'd  Defcription  is  fo  ftrangely  wrought. 
It  never  {lamps  its  image  on  the  thought ; 
The  lifelefs  trees  may  ftand  for  ever  bare. 
And  rivers  ftop,  for  aught  the  readers  care  ;     • 
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They  fee  no  branches  trembling  in  the  woods. 
Nor  hear  the  murmurs  of  increafing  floods. 
Which  near  the  roots  with  ruflled  waters  flow. 
And  fliake  the  fhadovvs  of  the  boughs  below. 
Ah,  facred  Verfe,  replete  with  heavenly  flame. 
Such  cold  endeavours  would  invade  thy  name ! 
The  writer  fondly  would  in  thefe  furvive. 
Which,  wanting  fpirit,  never  feem'd  alive  : 
But,  if  Applaufe  or  Fame  attend  his  pen. 
Let  breathlefs  ftatues  pafs  for  breathing  men." 

Here  feem'd  the  Singer  touch'd  at  what  he  fung. 
And  grief  a  while  delay'd  his  hand  and  tongue  : 
But  foon  he  check'd  his  lingers,  chofe  a  flirain. 
And  flourifli'd  flirill,  and  thus  arofe  again  : 

**  Pafs  the  next  region  which  appears  to  (how : 
'T is  very  open,  unimprov'd,  and  low; 
No  noble  flights  of  elevated  thought. 
No  nervous  flrength  of  fenfe  maturely  wrought, 
PoflTefs  this  Realm  ;  but  common  turns  are  there. 
Which  idly  fportive  move  with  childifli  air. 
On  callow  wings,  and  like  a  plague  of  flies. 
The  little  fancies  in  a  Poem  rife. 
The  jaded  Reader  every  where  to  fl;rike. 
And  move  his  pafTions  every  where  alike. 
There  all  the  graceful  nymphs  are  forc'd  to  play 
Where  any  water  bubbles  in  the  way  : 
There  Ihaggy  Satyrs  are  oblig'd  to  rove 
In  all  the  fields,  and  over  all  the  grove  : 
There  every  ftar  is  fummon'd  from  its  fphere. 
To  drefs  one  face,  and  make  Clorinda  fair : 
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There  Cupids  fling  their  darts  in  every  fong. 

While  Nature  ftands  neglefted  all  along  : 

Till  the  teaz'd  hearer,  vex'd  at  laft  to  find 

One  conftant  objedl  ftill  affault  the  mind, 

Admires  no  more  at  what 's  no  longer  nev.'. 

And  haftes  to  fhun  the  perfecuting  view. 

There  bright  furprizes  of  Poetic  rage 

(Whofe  ftrength  and  beauty,  more  confirm'd  in  agd 

For  having  lafted,  laft  the  longer  ftill) 

By  weak  attempts  are  imitated  ill. 

Or  carried  on  beyond  their  proper  light. 

Or  with  refinement  flourifh'd  out  of  fight. 

There  Metaphors  on  Metaphors  abound. 

And  fenfe  by  differing  images  confound  : 

Strange  injudicious  management  of  thought. 

Not  born  to  rage,  nor  into  method  brought. 

Ah,  facred  Mufe  !  from  fuch  a  Realm  retreat. 

Nor  idly  wafte  the  influence  of  thy  heat 

On  fliallow  foils,  where  quick  produftions  rife. 

And  wither  as  the  warmth  that  rais'd  them  dies." 

Here  o'er  his  breaft  a  fort  of  pity  roU'd, 
Which  fomething  labouring  in  the  mind  control'd. 
And  made  him  touch  the  loud  refounding  ftrings. 
While  thus  with  Mufic's  ftronger  tones  he  fings : 

"  Mount  higher  ftill,  ftill  keep  thy  faithful  feat. 
Mind  the  firm  reins,  and  curb  thy  courfer's  heat ; 
Nor  let  him  touch  the  Realms  that  next  appear, 
Whofe  hanging  turrets  feem  a  fall  to  fear  ; 
And  ftrangely  ftand  along  the  tradls  of  air. 
Where  thunder  rolls,  and  bearded  comets  glare. 
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The  thoughts  that  moll  extravagantly  foar. 
The  words  that  found  as  if  they  meant  to  roar ; 
For  rant  and  noife  are  offer'd  here  to  choice. 
And  ftand  elefted  by  the  public  voice. 
All  fchemes  are  flighted  which  attempt  to  Jhine 
At  once  with  ftrange  and  probable  defign; 
'Tis  here  a  mean  conceit,   a  vulgar  view. 
That  bears  the  leaft  refpeft  to  feeming  true; 
While  every  trifling  turn  of  things  is  feen 
To  move  by  Gods  defcending  in  machine. 
Here  fwelling  lines  with  ftalking  ftrut  proceed. 
And  in  the  clouds  terrific  rumblings  breed ; 
Here  fmgle  heroes  deal  grim  deaths  around. 
And  armies  perilh  in  tremendous  found ; 
Here  fearful  monfters  are  preferv'd  to  die. 
In  fuch  a  tumult  as  affrights  the  fliy  ; 
For  which  the  golden  fun  fhall  hide  with  dread. 
And  Neptune  lift  his  fedgy-matted  head. 
Admire  the  roar,  and  dive  with  dire  difmay. 
And  feek  his  deepeft  chambers  in  the  fea. 
To  raife  their  fubjedl  thus  the  lines  devife. 
And  falfe  extravagance  would  fain  furprize  ; 
Yet  ftill,  ye  Gods,  ye  live  untouch'd  by  fear. 
And  undifturb'd  at  bellowing  monfters  here  : 
But  with  compaffion  guard  the  brain  of  men. 
If  thus  they  bellow  through  the  Poet's  pen  : 
So  will  the  Reader's  eyes  difcern  aright 
The  raflieft  fally  from  the  nobleft  flight. 
And  find  that  only  boaft  and  found  agree 
To  feem  the  life  and  voice  of  majefty. 
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When  Writers  rampant  on  Apollo  call. 
And  bid  him  enter  and  pofTefs  them  all. 
And  make  his  flames  afFord  a  wild  pretence 
To  keep  them  unreftrain'd  by  common  fenfe. 
A.h,  facred  Verfe  !  left  Reafon  quit  thy  feat. 
Give  none  to  fuch,  or  give  a  gentler  heat." 

'Twas  here  the  Singer  felt  his  temper  wrought 
By  fairer  profpecls,  which  arofe  to  thought ; 
And  in  himfelf  a  while  coUefled  fat. 
And  much  admir'd  at  this,  and  much  at  that ; 
Till  all  the  beauteous  forms  in  order  ran. 
And  then  he  took  their  track,  and  thus  began : 

*'  Above  the  beauties,  far  above  the  ftiow 
In  which  weak  Nature  drelfes  here  below. 
Stands  the  great  palace  of  the  Bright  and  Fine, 
Where  fair  ideas  in  full  glory  Ihine  j 
Eternal  models  of  exalted  parts. 
The  pride  of  minds,  and  conquerors  of  hearts. 

Upon  th"  firft  arrival  here,  are  feen 
Rang'd  walks  of  bay,  the  Mufes'  ever-green. 
Each  fweetly  fpringing  from  fome  facred  bough, 
Whofe  circling  fhade  adorn'd  a  Poet's  brow. 
While  through  the  leaves,  in  unmolefted  fkies. 
The  gentle  breathing  of  applaufes  flies. 
And  flattering  founds  are  heard  within  the  breeze. 
And  pleafing  murmur  runs  among  the  trees. 
And  falls  of  water  join  the  flattering  founds. 
And  murmur  foftening  from  the  fliore  rebounds. 
The  warbled  melody,  the  lovely  fights. 
The  calms  of  folitude  infpire  delights. 
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The  dazzled  eyes,  the  ravifh'd  ears,  are  caught. 
The  panting  heart  unites  to  purer  thought. 
And  grateful  fhiverings  wander  o'er  the  fkin. 
And  wondrous  ecftacies  arife  within. 
Whence  admiration  overflows  the  mind. 
And  leaves  the  pleafure  felt,  but  undefin'd. 
Stay,  daring  Rider,  now  no  longer  rove ; 
Now  pafs  to  find  the  palace  through  the  grove : 
Whate'er  you  fee,  whate'er  you  feel,  difplay 
The  Realm  you  fought  for ;  daring  Rider,  ftay. 

Here  various  Fancy  fpreads  a  varied  fcene. 
And  Judgement  likes  the  fight,  and  looks  ferene. 
And  can  be  pleas 'd  itfelf,  and  helps  to  pleafe. 
And  joins  the  work,  and  regulates  the  lays. 
Thus,  on  a  plan  defign'd  by  double  care. 
The  building  rifes  in  the  glittering  air. 
With  juft  agreement  fram'd  in  every  part. 
And  fmoothly  polilh'd  with  the  niceft  art. 

Here  laurel-boughs,  which  ancient  herccs  wore. 
Now  not  fo  fading  as  they  prov'd  before. 
Wreath  round  the  pillars  which  the  Poets  rear. 
And  flope  their  points  to  make  a  foliage  there. 
Here  chaplets,  pull'd  in  gently-breathing  wind. 
And  wrought  by  lovers  innocently  kind. 
Hung  o'er  the  porch,  their  fragrant  odours  give. 
And  frefli  in  lafting  fong  for  ever  live. 
The  Ihades,  for  whom  with  fuch  indulgent  care 
Fame  wreaths  the  boughs,  or  hangs  the  chaplets  there. 
To  deathlefs  honours  thus  preferv'd  above. 
For  ages  conquer,  or  for  ages  love. 

VOL.  xxvii.  X 


3o6  P  A  R  N  E  L  L's     P  O  E  M  S. 

Here  bold  Defcription  paints  the  walls  within. 
Her  pencil  touches,  and  the  world  is  feen  : 
The  fields  look  beauteous  in  their  flowery  pride. 
The  mountains  rear  aloft,  the  vales  fubfide ; 
The  cities  rife,  the  rivers  feem  to  play. 
And  hanging  rocks  repel  the  foaming  fea; 
The  foaming  feas  their  angry  billows  fhow, 
Curl'd  white  above,  and  darkly  roll'd  below. 
Or  ceafe  their  rage,  and,  as  they  calmly  lie. 
Return  the  pleafing  piftures  of  the  &y  j 
The  Ikies,  extended  in  an  open  view. 
Appear  a  lofty  diflant  arch  of  blue. 
In  which  Defcription  ftains  the  painted  bow. 
Or  thickens  clouds,  and  feathers-out  the  fnow. 
Or  mingles  bluilies  in  the  morning  ray. 
Or  gilds  the  noon,  or  turns  an  evening  gray. 

Here,  on  the  pedellals  of  War  and  Peace, 
In  different  rows,  and  with  a  different  grace. 
Fine  Statues  proudly  ride,  or  nobly  ftand. 
To  which  Narration  with  a  pointing  hand 
Direfls  the  fight,  and  makes  examples  pleafe 
By  boldly  venturing  to  dilate  in  praife ; 
While  chofen  beauties  lengthen  out  the  fong. 
Yet  make  her  hearers  never  think  it  long. 
Or  if,  with  clofer  art,  with  fprightly  mien. 
Scarce  like  herfelf,  and  more  like  Adlion  feen. 
She  bids  their  fadls  in  images  arife. 
And  feem  to  pafs  before  the  Reader's  eyes. 
The  words  like  charms  inchanted  motion  give. 
And  all  the  Statues  of  the  Palace  live. 
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Then  hofts  embattled  ftretch  their  lines  afar. 
Their  leaders'  fpeeches  animate  the  war. 
The  trumpets  found,  the  feather'd  arrows  fly. 
The  fvvord  is  drawn,  the  lance  is  tofs'd  on  high. 
The  brave  prefs-on,  the  fainter  forces  yield. 
And  death  in  different  fhapes  deforms  the  field. 
Or,  fhould  the  fliepherds  be  difpos'd  to  play, 
Amintor's  jolly  pipe  beguiles  the  day. 
And  jocund  Echos  dally  with  the  found. 
And  Nymphs  in  meafures  trip  along  the  ground. 
And,  ere  the  dews  have  wet  the  grafs  below. 
Turn  homewards  fmging  all  the  way  they  go. 

Here,  as  on  circumltance  Narrations  dwell. 
And  tell  what  moves,  and  hardly  feem  to  tell. 
The  toil  of  Heroes  on  the  dufty  plains. 
Or  on  the  green  the  merriment  of  Swains, 
Refledion  fpeaks  :  then  all  the  Forms  that  rofe 
In  life's  inchanted  fcene  themfelves  compofe  ; 
Whilll:  the  grave  voice,  controlling  all  the  fpells. 
With  folemn  utterance,  thus  the  Moral  tells  : 
*'  So  Public  Worth  its  enemies  deftroys. 
Or  Private  Innocence  itfelf  enjoys." 

Here  all  the  Paffions,  for  their  greater  fway. 
In  all  the  power  of  words  themfelves  array  j 
And  hence  the  foft  Pathetic  gently  charms. 
And  hence  the  bolder  fills  the  breaft  with  arms. 
Sweet  Love  in  numbers  finds  a  world  of  darts. 
And  with  Defirings  wounds  the  tender  hearts. 
Fair  Hope  diiplays  its  pinions  to  the  wind. 
And  flutters  in  the  lines,  and  lifts  the  mind, 
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Brifk  Joy  with  tranfport  fills  the  rifing  ftrain. 

Breaks  in  ths  notes,  and  bounds  in  every  vein. 

Stern  Courage,  glittering  in  the  fparks  of  Ire, 

Inflames  thofe  lays  that  fet  the  breall  on  fire. 

Averfion  learns  to  fly  with  fwiftcr  will. 

In  numbers  taught  to  reprefent  an  ill. 

By  frightful  accent.'!  Fear  produces  fears ; 

By  fad  expreflion  SoiTOw  melts  to  tears : 

And  dire  Amazement  and  Defpair  are  brought 

By  words  of  Horror  through  the  wilds  of  thought. 

'Tis  thus  tumultuous  Paflions  learn  to  roll ; 

Thus,  arm'd  with  Poetry,  they  win  the  foul. 

Pafs  further  through  the  Dome,  another  view 
Would  now  the  pleafures  of  thy  mind  renew. 

Where  oft  Defcription  for  the  colours  goes. 
Which  raife  and  animate  its  native  fhows ; 

Where  oft  Narration  feeks  a  florid  grace. 
To  keep  from,  finking  ere  'tis  time  to  ceafe; 
Where  eafy  turns  Refledtion  looks  to  find. 
When  Morals  aim  at  drefs  to  pleafe  the  mind  ; 
Where  lively  Figures  are  for  ufe  array'd. 
And  thefe  an  Aftion,  thofe  a  Paffion,  aid. 

There  modefl:  Metaphors  in  order  fit. 
With  unafFeded,  undifguifing  Wit, 
That  leave  their  own,  and  feek  another's  place. 
Not  forc'd,  but  changing  with  an  eafy  pace. 
To  deck  a  notion  faintly  feen  before. 
And  Truth  preferves  her  fhape,  and  ftiines  the  more. 

By  thefe  the  beauteous  Similes  refide. 
In  look  more  open,  in  defign  aily'd. 
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Who,  fond  of  likenefs,  from  another's  face 
Bring  every  feature's  correfponding  grace. 
With  near  approaches  in  expreffion  flow. 
And  take  the  turn  their  pattern  loves  to  fhovv; 
As  in  a  glafs  the  fhadows  meet  the  fair. 
And  drefs  and  praftife  with  refembling  air. 
Thus  Truth  by  pleafure  doth  her  aim  purfue. 
Looks  bright,  and  fixes  on  the  doubled  view. 

There  Repetitions  one  another  meet, 
Exprefsly  ftrong,  or  languifhingly  fweet. 
And  raife  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  pleafcs 
And  urge  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  raife^ 

There  clofe  in  order  are  the  Queftions  plac'd, 
Whiich  march  with  art  conceal'd  in  fhows  of  hafte. 
And  work  the  Reader  till  his  mind  be  brought 
To  make  its  anfvvers  in  the  Writer's  thought. 
For  thus  the  moving  Paffions  feem  to  throng. 
And  with  their  q.iiicknefs  force  the  foul  along ; 
And  thus  the  foul  grows  fond  they  fhould  prevail. 
When  every  Queftion  feems  a  fair  appeal ; 
And  if  by  juft  degrees  of  ftrength  they  foar. 
In  fteps  as  equal  each  afFefts  the  more. 

There  ftrange  Commotion,  naturally  ftiown. 
Speaks  on  regardlefs  that  file  fpeaks  alone. 
Nor  minds  if  they  to  whom  fhe  talks  be  near. 
Nor  cares  if  that  to  which  £he  talks  can  hear. 
The  warmth  of  Anger  dares  an  abfent  Foe ; 
The  words  of  Pity  fpeak  to  tears  of  Woe ; 
The  Love  that  hopes,  on  errands  fends  the  breeze  j 
And  Love  defpairing  moans  to  naked  trees. 
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There  ftand  the  new  Creations  of  the  Mufe, 
Poetic  Perfons,  whom  the  Writers  ufe 
Whene'er  a  caufe  magnificently  great 
Would  fix  attention  with  peculiar  weight. 
'Tis  hence  that  humble  Provinces  are  feen 
Transform'd  to  Matrons  with  neglefted  mien. 
Who  call  their  Warriors  in  a  mournful  found. 
And  fhew  their  Crowns  of  Turrets  on  the  ground. 
While  over  Urns  reclining  Rivers  moan 
They  iliould  enrich  a  nation  not  their  own. 
'Tis  hence  the  Virtues  are  no  more  confin'd 
To  be  but  rules  of  reafon  in  the 'mind; 
The  heavenly  Forms  ftart  forth,  appear  to  breathe. 
And  in  bright  fhapes  converfe  with  men  beneath ; 
And,  as  a  God  in  combat  Valour  leads. 
In  council  Prudence  as  a  Goddefs  aids. 

There  Exclamations  all  the  voice  employ 
In  fudden  flufhes  of  Concern  or  Joy  : 
Then  feem  the  fluices,  which  the  Paffions  bound. 
To  burft  afunder  with  a  fpeechlefs  found ; 
And  then  with  tumult  and  furprize  they  roll. 
And  fhew  the  cafe  important  in  the  foul. 

There  rifmg  Sentences  attempt  to  fpeak. 
Which  Wonder,  Sorrow,  Shame,  or  Anger,  break 
But  fo  the  Part  direfts  to  find  the  refl. 
That  what  remains  behind  is  more  than  guefs'd. 
Thus  fiU'd  with  eafe,  yet  left  unfinifh'd  too. 
The  fenfe  looks  large  within  the  Reader's  view  : 
He  freely  gathers  all  the  Paflion  means. 
And  artful  fdence  more  than  words  explains. 
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Methinks  a  thoufand  Graces  more  I  fee. 

And  I  could  dwell — but  when  would  thought  be  free  ? 

Engaging  Method  ranges  all  the  band. 

And  fmooth  Tranfition  joins  them  hand  in  hand  : 

Around  the  mufick  of  my  lays  they  throng. 

Ah,  too  deferving  objefts  of  my  fong  ! 

Live,  wondrous  Palace,  live  fecure  of  time. 

To  Senfes  Harmony,  to  Souls  fublime. 

And  juft  Proportion  all,  and  great  Defign, 

And  lively  Colours,  and  an  Air  divine. 

'Tis  here  that,  guided  by  the  Mufes'  fire. 
And  fiU'd  with  facred  thought,  her  Friends  retire. 
Unbent  to  care,  and  unconcern'd  with  noife. 
To  tafte  repofe  and  elevated  joys. 
Which  in  a  deep  untroubled  leifure  meet. 
Serenely  ravifhing,  politely  fweet. 
From  hence  the  Charms  that  moft  engage  they  choofe, 
And,  as  they  pleafe,  the  glittering  objeds  ufe  ; 
While  to  their  Genius,  more  than  Art,  they  trull. 
Yet  Art  acknowledges  their  labours  juft. 
From  hence  they  look,  from  this  exalted  fliow. 
To  choofe  their  fubjeft  in  the  world  below. 
And  where  an  Hero  well  deferves  a  name. 
They  confecrate  his  afts  in  fong  to  Fame ; 
Or,  if  a  Science  unadorn'd  they  find. 
They  fmooth  its  look  to  pleafe  and  teach  the  mind  ; 
And  where  a  Friendfliip  's  generoufly  ftrong. 
They  celebrate  the  knot  of  fouls  in  fong ; 
Or,  if  the  Verfes  muft  inflame  Defire, 
The  thoughts  are  melted,  and  the  words  on  fire : 
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But,  when  the  Temples  deck'd  with  glory  ftand. 
And  hymns  of  Gratitude  the  Gods  demand. 
Their  bofoms  kindle  with  Celeftial  Love, 
And  then  alone  they  caft  their  eyes  above. 

Hail,  facred  Verfe  !  ye  facred  Mufes,  hail ! 
Could  I  your  pleafures  with  your  fire  reveal. 
The  world  might  then  be  taught  to  know  you  right. 
And  court  your  rage,  and  envy  my  delight. 
But,  whilft  I  follow  where  your  pointed  beams 
My  courfe  directing  Ihoot  in  golden  ftreams. 
The  bright  appearance  dazzles  Fancy's  eyes. 
And  weary'd-out  the  fix'd  Attention  lies ; 
Enough,  my  Verfes,  have  you  work'd  my  breaft, 
I'll  feek  the  facred  Grove,  and  fmk  to  reft." 

No  longer  nov/  the  ravifli'd  Poet  fung. 
His  voice  in  eafy  cadence  left  the  tongue ; 
Nor  o'er  the  mufick  did  his  fingers  fly. 
The  founds  ran  tingling,  and  they  feem'd  to  die. 

O,  Bolingbroke  !  O  Favourite  of  the  fkies, 
O  born  to  gifts  by  which  the  nobleft  rife, 
Improv'd  in  arts  by  which  the  brighteft  pleafe. 
Intent  to  bufinefs,  and  polite  for  eafe  ; 
Sublime  in  eloquence,  where  loud  applaufe 
Hath  iHl'd  thee  Patron  of  a  nation's  caufe, 
'T  was  there  the  world  perceiv'd  and  own'd  thee  great. 
Thence  Anna  call'd  thee  to  the  reins  of  State  ; 
'■'  Go,  faid  the  greateft  Queen,  with  Oxford  go. 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  the  world  below. 
Exert  thy  powers,  and  profper  ;  he  that  knows 
To  move  with  Oxford,  never  fhould  repofe." 
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vShe  fpake  :  the  Patriot  overfpread  thy  mind. 
And  all  thy  days  to  public  good  refign'd. 
Elfe  might  thy  foul,  fo  wonderfully  wrought 
For  every  depth  and  turn  of  curious  thought. 
To  this  the  Poet's  fweet  recefs  retreat. 
And  thence  report  the  pleafures  of  the  feat, 
Defcribe  the  raptures  which  a  Writer  knows. 
When  in  his  breafl:  a  vein  of  fancy  glows, 
Defcribe  his  bufmefs  while  he  works  the  mine, 
Defcribe  his  temper  when  he  fees  it  fhine. 
Or  fay,  when  Readers  eafy  verfe  infnares. 
How  much  the  Writer's  mind  can  aft  on  theirs  : 
Whence  images,  in  charming  numbers  fet, 
A  fort  of  likenefs  in  the  foul  beget. 
And  what  fair  vifions  oft  we  fancy  nigh 
By  fond  delufions  of  the  fwimming  eye. 
Or  further  pierce  through  Nature's  maze  to  find 
How  paffions  drawn  give  paffions  to  the  mind. 
Oh,  what  a  fweet  confufion  !  v/hat  furprize  ! 
How  quick  the  fhifting  views  of  pleafure  rife  1 
While,  lightly  fkimming,  with  a  tranfient  wing, 
I  touch  the  beauties  which  I  wilh  to  fmg. 
Is  Verfe  a  fovereign  Regent  of  the  foul. 
And  fitted  all  its  motions  to  control  ? 
Or  are  they  fillers,  tun'd  at  once  above. 
And  fliake  like  unifons  if  either  move  ? 
For,  when  the  numbers  fing  an  eager  fight, 
I  've  heard  a  foldier's  voice  exprefs  delight ; 
I  've  feen  his  eyes  with  crowding  fpirits  Ihine, 
And  round  his  hilt  his  hand  unthinking  twine. 
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When  from  the  fhore  the  fickle  Trojan  flies. 
And  in  fvveet  meafures  poor  Eliza  dies, 
I  've  feen  the  book  forfake  the  virgin's  hand. 
And  in  her  eyes  the  tears  but  hardly  Hand. 
I  've  known  her  blufh  at  foft  Corinna's  name. 
And  in  red  charadlers  confefs  a  flame  : 
Or  wifli  fuccefs  had  more  adorn 'd  his  arms. 
Who  gave  the  world  for  Cleopatra's  charms. 

Ye  Sons  of  Glory,  be  my  firft  appeal. 
If  here  the  power  of  lines  thefe  lines  reveal. 
When  forae  great  youth  has  with  impetuous  thought 
Read  o'er  atchievements  which  another  wrought. 
And  feen  his  courage  and  his  honour  go 
Through  crowding  nations  in  triumphant  fliow. 
His  foul,  enchanted  by  the  words  he  reads. 
Shines  all  impregnated  with  fparkling  feeds. 
And  courage  here,  and  honour  there,  appears 
In  brave  defign  that  foars  beyond  his  years. 
And  this  a  fpear,  and  that  a  chariot  lends. 
And  war  and  triumph  he  by  turns  attends ; 
Thus  gallant  pleafures  are  his  waking  dream. 
Till  fome  fair  caufe  have  call'd  him  forth  to  fame. 
Then,  form'd  to  life  on  what  the  Poet  made. 
And  breathing  {laughter,  and  in  arms  array'd. 
He  marches  forward  on  the  daring  foe. 
And  emulation  afts  in  every  blow. 
Great  Hedor's  fliade  in  fancy  ftalks  along. 
From  rank  to  rank  amongfl:  the  martial  throng  ,• 
While  from  his  afts  he  learns  a  noble  rage. 
And  fliines  like  Hedlor  in  the  prefent  age. 
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Thus  verfe  will  raife  him  to  the  viftor's  bays ; 
And  verfe,  that  rais'd  him,  fliall  refound  his  praife. 

Ye  tender  Beauties,  be  my  witnefs  too. 
If  Song  can  charm,  and  if  my  Song  be  true. 
With  fweet  experience  oft  a  Fair  may  find 
Her  paffions  mov'd  by  paffions  well  defign'd; 
And  then  Ihe  longs  to  meet  a  gentle  fwain. 
And  longs  to  love,  and  to  be  lov'd  again. 
And  if  by  chance  an  amorous  youth  appears. 
With  pants  and  blufties  {he  the  courtfliip  hears  ; 
And  finds  a  tale  that  muft  with  theirs  agree. 
And  he 's  Septimius,  and  his  Acme  *  fhe  : 
Thus  loft  in  thought  her  melted  heart  Ihe  gives. 
And  the  rais'd  Lover  by  the  Poet  lives. 

*  "  With  fuch  a  hulband,  fuch  a  wife, 
"  With  Acme  and  Septimius'  life," 
is  the  conclufion  of  Cowley's  beautiful  imitation  of  Catullus. 
On  thefe  lines  an  excellent  Prelate  has  obferved,  that,  to  the 
honour  of  Cowley's  morals  and  good  tafte,  by  a  fmall  deviation 
from  his  original,  he  has  converted  a  loofe  love-poem  into  a 
fober  epithalamium ;  we  have  all  the  grace,  and,  what  is  mor?, 
all  the  warmth  of  Catullus,  without  his  indecency.     N. 
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